m. 


price 


^tAi^ 


Y^SS 


A^K^ 


four  boxes  of  the  poi 
:  flat  fifties.  Nc 
other  "^Tapping 


m 


y-Chnstm 
the  famous  Camel  car- 
ton (10  packs  of  20  s) 
HoNts  of  Camels  mild, 
flavorful  smoking  pita 


Vll 


id> 


Tobacco.    Magnificen 
its  Christmas  jack- 
.jr/st  right  in 


CAMELS 


^j^  There's  an  added  pleasure  in  giving  Camels 
-^at  Christmas.  You  know  your  gift  will  be  so 
genuinely  welcome.  More  smokers  prefer  Camels 
than  any  other  cigarette.  And  that  preference  holds 
for  men  in  the  Army,  the  Navy,  the  Marines,  and 
the  Coast  Guard,  too!  So  remember  those  lads  in 
uniform  .  . .  remember  all  the  cigarette  smokers  on 
your  list .  . .  with  the  cigarette  of  costlier  tobaccos 
—  Camels.  Your  choice  of  the  package  of  four  flat 
fifties  or  the  popular  Camel  carton. 


PRINCE  ALBERT 

lA  If  he  smokes  a  pipe,  a  big,  long-lasting  pound 
aj^of  cool-burning  Prince  Albert  spells  smoking 
pleasure  'way  into  the  New  Year  ...  at  camp,  on 
ship,  at  home.  Prince  Albert  is  choice  tobacco,  "no- 
bite"  treated  for  mildness  and  "crimp  cut."  It's  the 
National  Joy  Smoke.  There's  no  other  tobacco  like 
it.  Your  local  dealer  has  two  handsome  Prince 
Albert  "specials"  .  .  .  the  pound  tin  (above)  or  the 
special  glass  humidor  jar.  (The  humidor  itself  makes 
a  handsome  gift!)  Get  yours  today. 


GIFTS  THAT  ARE  SURE  TO  PLEASE  IN  BEAUTIFUL  CHRISTIMAS  WRAPPERS 


yj  Check  these  off  i^our 
Shopping  "List 

E  catalog  of  mnt ...  and 
wbcre  to  go  to  get  it.  I)clpful 
Cbristmas  Hints  we  trust 

By  Given  Everetts 


For 


Champagne  budget 


beer  budget 


RER 


RIM 


DAD 


MOM 


JUST 
ANljONE 


n  For  a  happy  holiday  surprise — give 
your  gal  of  the  hour  one  of  Milburns 
"winter  white"  flannel  shirts  or  a  fuzzy 
angora  sweater. — Guaranteed  to  insure  a 
"warm"  reception. 


n  For  you  who  never  tote  your  own — 
take  out  a  little  insurance  at  the  Hub  on 
the  coming  formals  and  give  him  a  silver 
cigarette  case. 


D  To  keep  him  happy  and  contented, 
give  him  a  genuine  Meerschaum  pipe — 
designed  for  pleasant  evenings  in  front 
of  the  fireplace.  Both  Field's  and  the 
Hub  have  a  large  selection. 


D  For  a  glitter  to  compete  with  New 
Year's  Eve  itself  give  "Mom"  an  Eisen- 
berg  lapel  piece.  We  saw  it  at  Stevens 
and  thought  of  her. 


D  If  it's  a  she — she"ll  like  a  combina- 
tion compact-cigarette-case-evening-bag 
from  Blums.  Neat  as  an  old  maid's 
desk. 

If  it's  a  he — he'll  love  to  "weather  the 
storm"  in  a  Carson's  cashmere  sweater. 


n  Theres  always  perfume — and  there's 
always  Stevens'  for  something  really 
"super"  in  that  line.  Choose  from 
Schiaparelli,  Matchahelli,  Alexander  de 
Markojf,  and  the  rest  to  suit  your  scents 
as  well  as  your  cents. 


D  It's  useful  and  "amoozin" — a  to- 
bacco pouch  that  fills  from  the  top  and 
empties  from  the  bottom  with  a  mere 
pinch  of  the  fingers.  See  Marshall 
Field's  leather  goods  department. 


D  Key  chains  are  always  good — and 
especially  the  new  lucky  charm  key 
chain  that  combines  uniqueness  with 
practicality.  You  can  have  it  for  a  song 
at  the  Hub. 


D  If  she  likes  to  tuck  her  jewelry 
away  with  each  earring  in  its  own  little 
groove,  let's  give  her  a  monogrammed 
leather  jewelry  case  like  we  saw  at 
Carson's. 


n  For  her  to  twinkle  her  fingers  in, 
Milburns  show  a  pair  of  felt  appliqued 
mittens. 

If  you  hate  to  see  him  dig  for 
sheckles.  solve  the  problem  with  a  pig- 
skin wallet.  They're  showing  them  down 
at  Field's  haberdashery. 
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'"This  month,"  we  said  brightly,  "the  maga- 
zine is  going  to  be  terrific!"  But  now  here  it 
is,  and  it  has  come  out  much  as  usual.  Stories 
and  articles  and  other  things  in  some  sem- 
blance of  order.  There  were,  however,  a  lot 
of  pretty  terrible  things  that  we  didn't  accept. 
All  of  you  who  keep  griping  should  just  see 
what  this  thing  might  be,  if  we  weren't  very 
alert,  aware,  and  generally  fine  people. 

Pete  Judson  ( who  sounds  like  a  cowboy ) 
has  settled  on  page  13  underneath  a  man 
drinking  scotch.  Pete  is  known  in  circles  as  a 
"very  promising  writer."  We  personally  like 
him  on  account  of  his  aversion  to  adverbs  and 
the  way  he  smokes  in  the  face  of  onrushing 
consumption.    Propose  Again  on  Thursday. 

For  reformers,  persons  who  aren't  reform- 
ers, and  almost  everyone.  Read  Carl  Gul- 
dager's  Something  to  Die  For  on  page  14. 
Poignant,  significant,  and  funny  what's  more. 
"Ha  ha!"  we  say,  thinking  of  it. 

THEN.  In  our  little  book,  under  ivhimsy, 
we  find  A.  A.  Milne,  James  Thurber,  and 
Mary  Evelyn  Cleary.  This  month  it's  Mary 
Evelyn  in  a  light,  polite,  what's-wrong-with- 
Christmas  article.  M.  E.  has  set  to  writing 
professionally  in  a  garret  (her  own)  and  will 
be  famous  soon.    Life  With  Christmas. 

Work  in,  they  said,  Florida  via  the  Illinois 
You-Know-What,  and  John  Fahey  on  Bill 
deCorrevont.   There,  we've  worked  them  in ! 

Dick  "Chipmunk"  Blake  and  all  those  usual 
fellows  are  around  filling  spaces.  They  do  it 
well  and  no  one  has  any  objections.  Bill  Otto, 
as  well. 

And,  if  we  don't  see  you,  Merry  Christmas! 


Decorating  the  cover,  S.  A.  E.  Les  John- 
son, and  decorating  him,  a  wreath  we  want 
you  to  notice  especially  because  of  all  the 
trouble  we  went  to  getting  it.  In  tails  and 
topper,  Les  is  one  of  those  Modern  Design 
Santas  ive've  been  hearing  about.  He's 
lingering  in  the  lamplight  thinking  up  a  spe- 
cial Merry  Christmas  jar  whoever  has  her 
name  on  that  package. 
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Dick  Brant,  Sigma  Chi,  wearing  Alligator's  all- 
weather  coat  of  water-repellent  "Gold  Label" 
fabric.   Single  breasted,  raglan  model.    ($29.50 

Pat  Welch,  Delta  Gamma,  is  taking  a  personal 
interest  in  Dick  Trubey,  Delta  Tau  Delta,  ^vho 
is  wearing  a  "Season-Skipper"  coat  with  remov- 
able lining.    ($45  in  camel  color  fleece) 


Tnc-r-nuB 

MEN'S   SHOP— Orrington   &   Church— EVANSTON 


QUutma4 


10  A.M.  V    neck    all    wool    argyle    sweater    over    a 
sharkskin  dickey.  Sweater  $4.95,  Dickey  1.00 

1    P.M.  Super  of  the  super-shetlands,  your  favorite 
classic  by  Braemer,  14.95 

4  P.M.  Our  famous  "Glendundee"   hand   fashioned 
Shetland    cardigan    of   imported    wool,   6.95 

8  P.M.  Long-sleeved,     imported     washed     Shetland 

wool,  knit  in  America,  classic  pullover,  3.00 

9  P.M.  Full-fashioned  imported  Shetland  pullover  by 

Pringle  of  Scotland,  9.00 

All  sweaters  sizes  34  to  40 


"Christmas  comes  but  once  a  year"  (remem- 
ber the  jingle?)  but  it  can  be  prolonged  with 
gifts  that  give  delight  and  service  through 
the  months  to  come. 

Our  sweater  stocks  are  vast,  varied  and  ver- 
satile. 


Ml  I    D  II  D  II  '  C     °"  CHURCH  STREET 
ILDUIfH      d     in  EVANSTON 

also  KREMER'S,  PALMER  HOUSE,  CHICAGO 


A  BIRB'S 
EYE/  VIEW 


}flM  BIXBY,  THE  NEAREST 
THING  to  the  movie's  idea  of  a  reporter 
that  we  hope  Northwestern  will  ever  see, 
has  been  travelling  around  the  country 
with  that  scintillating  fellow  Boake  Car- 
ter. Also  present  was  the  Archduke 
Otto,  the  man  who  would  be  king.  With 
all  due  modesty,  Mr.  Bixby  informed  us 
that  on  a  previous  trip  to  America  the 
Archduke  addressed  a  group  of  towns- 
people in  whatever  they  call  small  towns 
in  Iowa.  On  returning  to  the  continent, 
the  Archduke  happened  to  attend  a  re- 
ception along  with  many  other  poten- 
tates and  people  who  wear  those  red  rib- 
bons across  their  shirt  bosoms.  The 
Archduke  was  holding  his  own  when 
someone  walked  up  and  clipped  him  on 
the  shoulder:  "Hi  ya.  Otto!  I  met  you 
in  Iowa."   This  amused  Mr.  Bixby  also. 

WE  HAVE  ALWAYS  HAD  AN 
AVERSION  to  zoology.  This  dates  back 
to  an  adventure  we  once  had  with  a 
pigeon.  Lately  we  have  found  ourselves 
the  confidante  of  a  mournful  freshman 
student  whose  life  and  beliefs  have 
undergone  a  serious  change  due  to  his 
required  presence  in  zoo  lab.  For  three 
weeks  he  has  been  cutting  up  the  same 
frog.  For  three  weeks  his  appetite  has 
been  steadily  failing.  His  hand  quivers 
and  his  eyes  are  taking  on  a  blank 
stare.  At  first  he  prayed  to  the  god  of 
decomposition,  but  now  he  just  sits.  The 
other  day  we  thought  we  noticed  that  he 
was  beginning  to  jump  nervously.  We 
aren't  certain,  but  we're  just  a  little  bit 
afraid  to  look  again. 

CHRISTMAS  RADIO  PROGRAMS 
AND  CHILDREN'S  SERIALS  always 
remind  us  of  the  old  joke  about  the 
Scotchman  who  told  his  children  ghost 


stories  to  save  the  price  of  a  bottle  of 
castor  oil.  Presumably  Orson  Welles 
and  Lionel  Barrymore  will  flip  a  coin 
to  see  who  will  play  Scrooge  and  carry 
on  the  old  Gangbuster  motto,  "Let's 
scare  the  hell  out  of  the  kids!" 

SPEAKING  OF  THE  GRUESOME, 
we  would  like  to  call  your  attention  to 
the  ads  for  The  Saturday  Evening  Post 
that  have  been  appearing  in  many  pub- 
lications. These  ads  inevitably  feature 
a  close  friend  of  Mr.  Milquetoast  who. 
completely  absorbed  in  a  top\  of  The 
Saturday  Evening  Post  i'- 
about  to  walk  into  an 
open  manhole,  a  kid  with"" 
a  slingshot,  garbage  can-, 
or  the  draft.  This  uain 
ing,  by  the  Post  itself,  of 
the  disaster  awaitnig  a 
reader  of  the  magazmo 
has  undermined  our  mo- 
rale. We  hope  the  Coca- 
Cola  company  will  not 
begin  to  run  instructions 
on  First  Aid  for  people 
who  sustain  cuts  from 
broken  bottles. 

A  FRIEND  OF  OURS 
WAS  to  a  meeting  of  the 
Jehovah  Witnesses  the 
other  night  and  returned 
to  assure  us  that  he  had 
found  a  way  to  heaven. 
Seems  that  after  a  long  and  fervent  ser- 
mon, the  Company's  Servant  (preacher  I 
lapsed  into  informality  and  said,  "Some 
of  you  haven't  been  buying  your  maga- 
zines. Let  me  remind  you  that  by  fail- 
ing, you're  sentencing  yourself  to  eternal 
damnation."  It  seems  inconceivable  that 


the  magazine  industry  has  never  thought 
of  this  angle. 

TWO  PEOPLE  WHOM  WE  HAP- 
PILY DID  NOT  KNOW  were  walking 
diagonally  across  the  street  at  the  inter- 
section of  Orrington  and  University. 
The  boy  had  his  arm  wrapped  tightly 
around  the  girl  whose  head  was  resting 
on  his  shoulder.  When  we  passed  them, 
he  murmured,  "For  Pete's  sake,  will- 
ya?"  Before  we  had  got  up  enough 
courage  to  ask  them  what  willya,  they 
disappeared  into  Lutkin,  and  we  were 
left  with  a  fragment  in  our  life. 


ARE  YOU  ONE  OF 
THOSE  BEWILDERED 
PEOPLE  who  have  called 
the  Phi  Mu  Delt  house 
and  received  as  a  greeting 
a  more  or  less  cheery, 
"Hello!  Phi  Doc  house"? 
You  know,  Doc  for  M.  D. 
Well  in  case  you're  still 
bewildered.  Phi  Docs  is 
the  familiar  and  intimate 
form  of  address  used  by 
all  the  other  Phi  Mu  Deha 
chapters  in  the  country. 
So  from  now  on  Phi  Docs 
it  is. 


WHAT  WITH  ALL 
THESE  CONSERVA- 
TION EFFORTS  concern- 
ing national  defense  we 
have  uncovered  at  least  one  paradox 
dealing  with  the  metal  consignments. 
Seems  that  we  won't  get  our  brew  from 
metal  containers  anymore,  which  may 
stymie  a  good  bit  of  unintentional  pa- 
triotism— remember  those  neat  "V"s 
(Continued  on  page  28) 
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This,  in  six  quiet  glances,  is  Our  Home.  Here  the  wheels 
of  efficiency  grind,  and  from  a  powerful  organizational 
surge  the  PURPLE  PARROT  emerges.  Here  ordered 
genius  bums  (along  with  cigarettes  bummed  from  the 
Syllabus)  and  here  Rosanne  Smith  sits  rejecting  manu- 
scripts with  muttered  hells  because  Everybody  Says  she's 
cynical.  Under  the  desk  sit  her  staff,  reading  copy  and 
shivering. 


This  is  Blake.  Blake  has  things  on  his  mind  like  the 
countless  phone  calls  to  the  Alpha  Delt  House  he  keeps 
making  and  the  countless  hamburgers  in  the  Grill  he 
keeps  making.  In  the  background  are  several  PARROT 
Kiddies  playing.  Blake  says:  "I  don't  drink  myself.  I 
like  a  good  Old  Fashioned  Christmas,"  and  thus  doesn't 
have  time  to  go  about  wishing  a  Merry  This  and  a  Happy 
That. 


Bill  Blondie  Otto,  as  Anyone  can  see,  is 
fellow  who  believes  in  quiet  living  and  high  thinking. 
"Treat  your  Staff  gently,"  he  often  says,  wiping  his 
scimiLir  with  his  perfumed  hanky.  At  first  people  think 
Otto  is  disgusted  (or  disgusting  as  the  case  may  be)  but 
later  they  learn  that  his  eyebrows  are  naturally  that  way. 
When  we  asked  him  about  Christmas  he  said,  "When  is 
it?"  and  returned  to  his  writing.    Sec. 


Harry  Foulks,  The  Great  Stone  Face,  hasn't  gotten  around 
to  eating  Thanksgiving  dinner  yet.  We  haven't  asked  him 
about  Christmas  yet  because  we  could  never  get  through 
his  staff  (female)  to  pin  him  down.  The  freshman  in  the 
background  is  in  the  Syllabus  office  wondering  what  is 
wrong  with  Woody  Voss. 


Don  Cornish,  lethargic  quiet  Don,  has  lost  all 
his  Christmas  Cards  under  a  pile  of  old  Stu- 
dent Directories  and  PARROT  layouts. 
"Sometime,"  he  once  mumbled,  "I'm  going 
to  take  off  three  minutes  and  sit  down. 
Christmas?"   he  added,   "well." 


AND  THIS  IS  OUR  BUSINESS  MANAGER.  WORK 
WORK  WORK!  Conferences,  planning,  big  deals,  work- 
ing always  for  bigger  and  bigger  of  everything.  Never 
looking  up  from  the  contracts  long  enough  to  say  Hiya 
let  alone  Merry  Christmas.    As  you  can  see. 


If    we    had    TIME    we'd    wish    you 
MERRY      CHRISTMAS 


Drawings  by  Dageforde 
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.  .  .  she'll  float 
in  clouds  of  ^marquisette,  will  scintillate  with  sequins  at 
the  season's  gala  parties.  And  she'll  find  the  gown  of  her  heart's 
desire  in  our  dramatic  collection  of  evening  fashions  ■  •  ■  $1  [195 


priced  from 


V 


BLUMS 


616  CHURCH  STREET 
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dances  ^t'lll  <Jjt 


iweitern     eUJanceS 
IN  CARSON'S  FORMAL  WEAR 

Til  Kreiling,  Sigma  Chi,  leads  the  conga  chain,  glides  into  a  rhumba  beat  with  suaveness  in  "white 
tie  and  tails".  $40.  He  carries  a  Chesterfield  in  matching  midnight  blue,  $65.  White  vest,  $4. 
Collapsible  tophat,  $15.  Young  Men's  Clothing,  second  floor. 

Nan  Moyer,  Alpha  Omicron  Pi,  charms  any  formal  dancing  partner  in  this  dreamy  bouflfant  net.  For 
whirls  and  twirls,  a  skirt  of  yards  and  yards  of  black  net  over  yards  of  pink  net.  Dropped  shoulders 
of  downy  soft  ostrich  plumes  in  matching  black  and  pink.  $17.95,  Junior  miss  shop,  fourth  floor. 

CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO. 


I  lortnweitern    Sy-iftn  IlKow  L^enterA 
IN  CARSON'S  DINNER  CLOTHES 

Will  Miller,  Phi  Kappa  Sig,  is  a  thoroughly  correct  "first  nighter"  in  a  grosgrain  lapeled  dinner 
jacket.  Faultlessly  tailored  in  midnight  blue.  $35.  This  tux  with  extra  tail  coat  is  $67.50.  Black 
tie,  $1.  Young  Men's  Clothing,  second  floor. 

Molly  Bellamy,  Delta  Gamma,  completes  a  dinner  duo  in  simplicity  plus  sass.  Cloud  blue  sweater 
knit  bodice  tops  a  soft  rayon  jersey  skirt.  The  severity  of  style  is  broken  by  the  jewel  studded 
gold  color  belt  and  binding  at  neck  and  sleeves,  $14.95.  Junior  miss  shop,  fourth  floor. 

CARSON  PIRIE  SCOTT  &  CO. 


In  which  the  pretty  Christmas 
paper  runs  out  hut  the  author 
gets  her  story  wrapped  up  anyway. 


^irC  wltU   Clt^liimal 


,S  YOU  ALL  KNOW,  the  Christ- 
mas Season  has  been  gathering  strength 
for  several  weeks  now,  and  soon  it  will 
burst  violently  into  our  midst,  wreaking 
havoc  with  a  great  many  things.  Yes, 
Christmas  with  its  tinsel,  its  baubles,  its 
Christmas  trees,  its  patter  of  little  feet, 
its  Silent  Nights",  its  Yule  boards,  its 
shopping  and  wrapping,  its  tired  old 
Santa  Clauses,  its  sentimental  heartiness, 
its  ten  thousand  traditions,  its  baskets 
for  the  poor,  (it's  getting  monotonous?) 
and  its  strangely  assorted  Christmas 
cards, — Well,  Christmas  is  almost  upon 
us. 

Our  course,  you've  been  counting  the 
days;  so  you  know  better  than  we  do 
just  exactly  how  imminent  the  whole 
thing  is,  and  we  needn't  really  bother 
you  with  that.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  that 
isn't  what  we're  going  to  bother  you 
with  at  all.  We  have  something  else  in 
mind. 

Well,  to  begin  with,  or  we  should  say, 
with  which  to  begin,  we  do  want  you  to 
be  happy — every  one.  Now,  being  happy 
during  the  Christmas  Season  involves  re- 
membering from  one  year  to  the  next 
what  trials,  pains,  encumbrances  and 
confusions  you  have  endured.  It  in- 
volves other  things,  too,  of  course,  but 
they're  more  or  less  beyond  our  control. 
Most  of  you,  though,  need  us  to  remind 
you  of  Christmas  pitfalls.  We  don't 
know  why,  but  you  just  don't  seem  to 
remember  them  by  yourselves.  In  all 
your  ingenuous  eagerness,  you  retain 
only    the    shining,    glorious,    sparkling 


hy  Mary  Evelyn  Cleary 

Illustrated  by  Cowan  and  Schwerin 


things  in  your  memory.  Then,  of  course, 
when  you  run  into  these  inevitable 
snags,  you  are  surprised  and  pained — 
aye,  even  disillusioned. 

Well,  we  don't  want  this  to  happen 
to  you  this  year,  so  we  have  assembled 
and  crystallized  a  gem  of  our  thoughts 
about  Christmas.  If  you'll  Pay  Atten- 
tion, they  ought  to  help  you  a  Great 
Deal.  After  all,  you  know,  we've  been 
through  a  good  many  Christmases,  put- 
ting us  all  together."'* 

First  of  all,  we  might  as  well  consid- 
er you  as  you  are  no^v.  You're  telling 
everyone  that  you  Just  Can't  Wait,  and, 
oh  boy,  only  17  more  days.  You're  feel- 
ing haggard  and  sorry  for  yourself  be- 
cause you  haven't  had  more  than  four 
hours'  sleep  a  night  since  you  don't 
know  how  long,  and  you  have  So  Much 
To  Do,  you  Just  Don't  Know  How  you'll 
ever  get  through  the  next  t\vo  \\eeks. 
We  don't  know  ho^v  you'll  do  it  either, 
but  ive're  almost  positive  that  you'll 
drag  yourselves  through  somehow,  prob- 
ably by  persuading  your  prof,  to  let  you 
get  that  paper  in  after  Christmas. 

Youll  arrive  home  finally,  physically 
and  mentally  spent,  but  happy  in  your 
fond  thoughs  of  bed  and  no  work  to  do 
for  a  while.  You  might  as  well  realize 
right  now  that  you  ^^■on't  get  all  the 
sleep  you  think  you  will.  How  about 
your  shopping?  How  about  that  paper? 
It's  going  to  worry  you,  you  know,  even 
though  you  can't  do  anytliing  about  it. 
Then  there's  the  Christmas  tree.  Prob- 
ablv  your  mother  has  decided  to  let  you 
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take  care  of  it  this  year,  because  after 
all,  she's  been  doing  it  long  enough. 
You,  carried  away  by  a  turbulent  surge 
of  Christmas  spirit,  agree. 

Well,  now,  take  the  Christmas  tree. 
If  it  isn't  an  unfailing  source  of  toil 
and  disappointment,  what  is,  we'd  like 
to  know?  It  always  looks  fine  when 
you  pick  it  out,  and  it  isn't  until  you 
start  to  put  it  up  that  you  notice  all  the 
places  where  there  should  be  branches 
but  aren't.  Subsequently,  you  find  that 
half  the  baubles  have  been  broken  and 
when  you  go  out  for  some  more,  of 
course  they're  all  sold  out. 

Then  the  lights.  You  practically  break 
your  back  getting  the  strings  of  lights 
hanging  evenly  on  the  tree,  only  to  have 
them  go  out.  Then  there's  all  that  test 
unscrewing  and  screwing  and  unscrew- 
ing, and  you  never  find  the  bad  bulb 
until  the  very  end.  These  things,  unless 
you're  prepared  to  face  them,  are  apt 
to  corrode  your  Christmas  spirit. 

Another  item — Christmas  cards. 
Either  you  send  them;  or  you  plan  to 
send  them  and  don't;  or  you  don't  plan 
to  send  them  and  don't.  Whatever  the 
situation,  though,  you're  bound  to  run 
into  difficulties.  In  the  first  place,  if 
you're  the  kind  of  person  who  sends 
them,  as  you  probably  are,  you'll  find 
that  you  haven't  sent  them  to  the  right 
people.  That  is,  some  people  with  whom 
you  feel  sure  you  have  a  good  strong 
Christmas  card  acquaintance  won't  have 
felt  the  same  way  about  you,  and  you 
won't  get  cards  from  them.  This,  of 
course,  will  make  you  feel  silly — espe- 
cially if  you  kiiotv  them  to  be  definite 
Christmas  card  sending  people.  But 
then,  too,  you'll  get  some  cards  from 
other  people  whom  you'd  never  thought 
of  at  all  in  a  Christmas  card  way.  These 
cards,  of  course,  will  make  you  feel 
wretchedly  unreciprocal. 

If  you're  the  kind  of  person  who 
means  to  send  cards  but  doesn't,  you'll 
suffer  a  tiny  twinge  of  self-reproach  with 
each  little  holiday  greeting  that  conies  to 
you.  Even  you  people  who  have  no  in- 
tention of  sending  out  Christmas  cards 
— even  you  will  not  be  unaffected.  As 
your  mail-box  fills  with  best  wishes  for 
a  Merry  Christmas  and  a  Happy  New 
Year,  you  will  wonder  if  your  friends 
realize  that  you  just  don't  send  Christ- 
mas cards.  They  have  no  way  of  know- 
ing, after  all.  While  we're  on  the  sub- 
ject  of   Christmas   cards,   we'd  like   to 


suggest  to  the  boys  that  they  don't 
choose  that  picture  of  a  man  sitting 
smoking  his  pipe  in  an  armchair  by  the 
fire  with  a  dog  nearby. 

Then  there's  the  Christmas  present 
situation.  Here  you  often  encounter  the 
same  difficulties  you  met  in  your  strug- 
gles with  the  Christmas  card.  An  un- 
requited Christmas  present  is  embar- 
rassing to  both  sides.  The  only  solution 
we  have  ever  found  is  utter  frankness. 
What  you  have  to  do,  when  in  doubt, 
is  go  to  the  person  openly  and  ask  him 
or  her.  That  way  you  might  embarrass 
him  or  her,  but  you  avoid  being  em- 
barrassed yourself. 

Well,  granted  that  you  have  an  accu- 
rate Christmas  list  made  out,  you  still 
have  to  buy  all  those  presents.  This  year 


ISo  matter  what  we  suggest,  we  have 
a  feeling  that's  the  way  it  will  hap- 
pen .  .  . 


it  will  be  harder  than  ever,  with  taxes, 
priorities  and  things  you  won't  be  able 
to  get  any  more  of.  Of  course  you  won't 
have  done  your  shopping  early,  and  so 
you'll  have  to  fight  your  way  through 
hot,  pulsing  crowds.  At  first  you'll  be 
bouyed  up  by  your  irrepressible  Christ- 
mas spirit,  and  you'll  try  to  feel  like  a 
rosy  Dickens'  character  with  your  arms 
bursting  with  bundles,  the  bundles  burst- 
ing with  lovely  things,  and  a  heart  burst- 
ing with  holiday  joy.  Suddenly,  though, 
your  feet  will  begin  to  hurt,  a  woman 
Avill  push  her  unmerited  way  to  the  coun- 
ter right  ahead  of  you,  you'll  drop  a 
package,   and  the  Dickens'   atmosphere 


will  fade,  leaving  you  with  just  a  cold 
determination  to  have  this  damn'  busi- 
ness done  as  quickly  as  possible.  So 
instead  of  getting  interesting,  different 
things  as  you  had  planned,  you'll  find 
yourself  buying  neckties,  perfume  and 
stockings  as  usual. 

As  for  gift  wrapping,  either  you  like 
it,  or  it  bores  you.  Frankly,  we  take 
great  pride — but  that  doesn't  matter. 
The  thing  is,  whichever  way  you  feel 
about  it,  you  inevitably  run  out  of  paper 
or  ribbons  or  stickers  or  all  of  them 
while  you  have  yet  two  or  three  pres- 
ents to  wrap.  Well,  we  just  don't  know 
how  to  advise  you  there.  No  matter 
what  we  suggest,  we  have  a  feeling  that's 
the  way  it  will  happen.  It  always  hap- 
pens to  us,  and,  you  know,  we're  quite 
careful. 

And  now.  we  come  to  MISTLETOE. 
Frankly — what  a  farce.  Of  course,  it 
depends  on  the  individual  —  maybe 
you Ve  found  that  it  works  all  right,  but 
— well,  all  right,  we  won't  discuss  it. 
Keep  it  in  mind,  though. 

Everyone  knows,  of  course,  that  when 
Christmas  is  over  and  you  have  stopped 
showing  people  what  you  got  and  say- 
ing, "Isn't  that  nice?"  about  what  they 
got;  there  is  a  long  time  for  doing  term 
papers  and  reading  required  books. 
Except  that  the  library  at  home  doesn't 
even  have  as  many  books  as  Deering. 
Or  except  that  there  are  luncheons 
to  go  to,  and  people  to  visit,  and  clothes 
to  mend,  and  all  sorts  of  belated  gifts 
and  cards  to  see  about.  And  there  is 
New  Years  naturally  and  then  resting. 
Besides,  when  you  come  right  down  to 
it,  it's  easier  to  study  at  school  anywav 
with  everything  there  Right  At  Hand. 

Now  just  because  we've  had  this  little 
talk  with  you,  we  don"t  want  you  to  go 
telling  everyone  that  we  don't  think 
Christmas  is  a  Good  Thing.  It  isn't 
that  at  all.  We  don't  go  around  saying 
Bah,  Humbug,  and  we  certainly  don't 
look  Anything  like  Scrooge. 

As  a  matter  of  fact,  ^^e  Can't  Wait 
'till  Christmas,  ahhough  we  don't  know 
how  we're  ever  going  to  get  everything 
done.  Even  now,  we  go  around  hum- 
ming parts  of  "God  Rest  You  Merry 
Gentlemen"  and  the  "Halleluja  Chorus", 
and  we've  written  home  that  we  want  to 
take  Complete  Charge  of  the  Christmas 
tree. 

*  But  you  ivill  go   away  to  school  and  lose 

touch  with  people. 
*  *  Guess  how  many  of  us,  there  are. 
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likes  western  movies,  mainly  because  of  the  scenery,  and 
wouldn't  miss  a  Myrna  Loy — William  Powell  picture. 

Hahne  is  interested  in  photography  as  a  hobby,  even  dab- 
bles a  bit  in  technicolor  but  sadly  lacks  the  professional 
touch.  Somewhat  of  a  Mr.  Deeds,  he  often  vanishes  from 
the  family  circle,  and  can  generally  be  found  in  some  unoc- 
cupied corner  of  the  house  tooting  on  his  clarinet. 

A  man's  man,  Hahne  is  an  honorary  member  of  a  select 
group  of  muskie  baiters  known  as  the  'Doctors  of  Piscatorial 
Science'.  He  and  the  other  pri\dleged  members  of  the  group 
break  away  from  civilization  each  year  at  graduation  time, 
and  seek  the  wilds  of  northern  Wisconsin  for  fishing.  No 
amateur  at  this  sport,  Hahne  and  fellow  D.P.S.  members 
brag  that  they  hook  only  the  better  educated  and  well-man- 
nered fish. 


rofile  with  two  eyes 

bv  Eleanor  La  Bonte  and  Harry  Foiilks 


^y  F  WE  COULD  MANUFACTURE  a  rainy  Saturday  after- 
noon, we  could  picture  Professor  Hahne  puttering  about  the 
house  in  his  favorite,  red  lounging  robe  playing  the  part  of 
a  handy  man — a  fixer  of  little  things  which  go  wrong.  When 
— with  a  screw  driver  and  pliers  and  wire,  with  hammer  and 
plenty  of  nails — he  gets  everything  properly  fixed,  the  family 
(trying  to  be  discreet  about  the  whole  thing)  calls  in  an 
electrician. 

Hahne  is  a  friendly,  middle-aged,  undistinguished-looking 
combination  of  the  cinema's  Judge  Hardy  and  Hilton's  Mr. 
Chips.  Among  even  the  most  hypercritical  of  his  students, 
he  has  achieved  the  distinctive  honor — secretly  coveted  under 
many  a  cold  faculty  exterior — of  being  classified  as  a  'good 
egg'.  Professor  Hahne  wears  red  ties,  has  a  twinkle  in  his 
eyes,  and  a  manner  of  speaking  directly  to  a  person — talking 
with  slow  deliberation,  and  punctuating  his  conversation  by 
twisting  his  bushy  grey  eyebrows  into  inverted  Vs. 

In  private  life,  the  professor  discards  his  lecture  notes 
and  becomes  a  very  normal  husband  and  father.  He  likes 
pumpkin  pies.  He  joins  the  average  man  in  the  annoying 
habit  of  reading  the  morning  newspaper  in  his  wife's  face, 
forgets  appointments  occasionally,  and  is  trotted  out  to  the 
local  Balaban  and  Katz  picture  palace  quite  frequently.    He 


For  a  bit  of  personal  history — Hahne  just  didn't  get 
around  to  graduating  from  high  school.  He  transferred 
from  a  Pomona  California  high  school  to  a  Nebraska  one, 
and  finished  his  sophomore  year.  He  was  then  so  far  in 
advance  of  fellow  students  that  he  came  to  the  decision  (in 
typical  Hahne  fashion)  that  he  was  wasting  time.  He  hopped 
the  train  for  the  University  of  Nebraska.  But  he  didn't  spend 
his  odd  moments  of  college  leisure  pursuing  elusive  biology 
specimens.  He  points  with  pride  to  the  fact  that  he  assistant- 
edited  the  college  magazine,  ^vas  an  'active'  member  of  the 
track  team,  and  the  captain  of  the  cadet  corps. 

No  misogynist,  Hahne  danced  away  some  shoe  leather,  and 
could  do  a  mean  'Turkey  Trot'.  Highlight  of  his  college 
career  was  his  "unveiling".  It's  an  ancient  tradition  on  the 
Nebraska  campus — to  "deshirt"  a  cadet  corps  captain  after 
graduation.  "Trouble  was,  they  didn't  stop  there,"  chuckled 
Hahne. 

He  graduated  from  law  school,  received  two  degrees,  passed 
his  bar  examination  with  ease,  and  decided  to  become  a 
professor  of  economics.  He  boarded  the  first  train  to  Har- 
vard, and  after  completing  his  graduate  work  there.  Ernest 
Hahne  was  at  last  contented.   A  professor,  as  you  know  him. 

Undoubtedly,  in  Economics  Al  lectures,  you  have  heard 

him  say  in  conclusion.  "Obviously,  therefore,  the  opponents 

of  the  protective  tariff  are  right.    By  sheer  economic  logic 

(Continued  on  page  37) 
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PROPOSE   AGAIN 
ON   THURSDAY 


By 
PETE  JUDSON 

Illustrated  by  Siebert 


Love — like  a  story — and  he  phoned 

every  day  at  eleven.    She  said,  "I'll 

call  back." 


J/. 


E  WAS  NEITHER  HERE  NOR 
THERE. 

I  was  sitting  at  a  bar  on  North  State, 
when  he  sat  down  next  to  me  and  or- 
dered a  drink.  I  watched  him  in  the  mir- 
ror when  Harv  set  a  jigger  of  scotch  and 
a  glass  of  soda  before  him. 

"Excuse  me,"  I  said,  "I  would  like  to 
know  where  you  learned  to  mix  your 
scotch  and  soda." 

He  looked  at  me  quizzically. 

"Must  you  learn?"  he  asked. 

"I  like  to  think  there  are  three  ways 
that  people  pour  a  jigger  of  whiskey 
into  a  glass  of  soda,"  I  began.  "The 
neophyte  picks  up  the  jigger  and  care- 
fully pours  the  stuff  in  with  the  soda, 
watching  it  mix.  The  connoisseur  tilts 
the  soda  glass  a  little  and  pours  the 
whiskey  so  that  it  slides  gently  down  the 
inside  of  the  glass.  After  drinking  ceases 
to  be  an  art,"  I  concluded,  "people  get 
so  they  just  pour  the  stuff  in." 

When  I  finished,  he  was  not  smiling. 

"But  you,"  I  said,  "are  neither  here 
nor  there." 

"You  have  a  system?"  he  said,  "Don't 
you?"  His  eyes  were  the  lonely  kind 
and  he  took  me  quite  seriously.  He  took 
a  drink  of  his  scotch. 

"1  proposed  to  her  the  first  night,"  he 
began,  "the  first  time  I  took  her  out.  I 
used  to  brag  about  that.  It  was  last  win- 
ter— like  a  story.  I  used  to  tell  my 
friends  that  I  was  going  to  fall  in  love 
with  her  when  I  had  time.  That  is  just 
what  I  did.  I  asked  her  for  a  date  and 
proposed.  We  were  in  a  club  out  west  of 
town.  The  conversation  was  one  of 
those  tightwire  dialogues  that  travels 
along  a  thin  line  of  banter,  ready  to 
tumble  either  way — into  soulfulness  or 
complete   frivolity.    Ann — her  name  is 


Anna — kept   it   on  the  wire.    Over 
second  cocktail  I  said,  "Lady, 
marry  me?" 

"Harv,"  I  interrupted,  "bring  us  some 
more  scotch.  Forgive  me.  And  what  did 
she  say?" 

He  put  his  elbows  on  the  bar  and 
hunched  his  shoulders. 

"She  smiled  and  said,  'What  if  there 
is  someone  else?' 

"  'In  Denver?'  I  said,  'or  Kansas 
City?' 

"  'In  San  Francisco,'  she  said.  She 
said  it  quietly.  She  had  fallen  off  llie 
wire — she's  very  lovely  when  she's  seri- 
ous. Ann  is  dark,  and  looks  like  Cleo- 
patra would  have  looked  if  she  had  been 
beautiful — "    He  stopped. 

"You've  told  all  this  to  someone  be- 
fore," I  said,  "haven't  you?" 

"Sure.  Lots  of  people — all  my 
friends."  For  a  moment  he  studied  tlie 
professional  movements  of  Harv  mixing 
a  drink. 

"I  kissed  her  once  that  night.  We  had 
an  intellectual  discussion  about  it.  A 
kind  of  debate.  Resolved — that  Anna  be 
kissed.  I  remember  the  wind  blowing 
her  hair  across  her  mouth.  She  was  lean- 
ing back  against  the  car  seat.  While  I 
was  talking  she  turned  her  head  and 
looked  at  me,  half-closing  her  eyes.  A 
(Continued  on  page  26) 


I  watched  hint  in  the  mirror 
ichen  Harv  set  a  jigger  of 
scotch  before  him.  His  eyes 
were  the  lonely  kind,  but  they 
were  friendly  and  grateful 
when  he  read  his  story.  I  let 
him. 
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-sometbing  to  die  for. 


In   which   George   Keeler,    freshman,    wanders 
alone  through  24  terrifying  hours  and  revolu- 
tionizes the  campus  in  such  a  manner  that  he 
can  sleep  only  on  his  stomach  .  .  i 

^<       BY   CARL   GVLDACER       ■¥• 

Illustrated  by  Dageforde 


George  sat  down  in  it.  George  was  only 
a  pledge.  He  sat  down  at  the  first  table, 
beating  three  actives  to  their  seats. 

"Get  up,  Keeler,"  the  three  actives 
spoke  in  unison. 

"Huh,"  said  George. 

"Up,  pledge!"  the  tallest  active  put  a 
healthy  hand  on  George's  shoulder. 

"Please,"  said  George,  "go  away.  I'm 
in  no  mood  for  horseplay." 

''Horseplay!"  the  three  actives 
shouted.  Everyone  gathered  about  the 
three  upright  actives  and  the  one  re- 
clining pledge.  George  played  with  a 
spoon.  He  gazed  blankly  across  the  din- 
ing room.  He  sighed.  The  three  actives 
watched  him.    They  went  into  a  huddle. 

A  paddle — vigorously  applied — 
roused  George.  The  battle  against  the 
natural  inertia  of  the  status  quo  was  on. 
It  was  a  painful  skirmish.  He  raged  as 
he  submitted  to  his  punishment  for  be- 
ing an  individual.  This,  he  tliought,  is 
it.  The  first  two  whacks  stirred  murder 
and  assault  in  his  soul.  A  revolutionist 
must  first  destroy  and  then  rebuild,  he 
thought.  The  last  smack  brought  a  sense 
of  relief.  He  put  his  destructive  thoughts 
out  of  his  mind.   Not  anarchy. 

Tears  in  his  eyes,  he  surveyed  the 
laughing  crowd.  He  felt  very  forgiving. 
He  went  to  sit  down — reality  stabbed 
him  from  behind. 


GEORGE  KEELER  WAS   ONLY  A 
FRESHMAN.    That  explains  what 
happened  to  him. 

Freshman  English  had  stirred  George 
Keeler  only  mildly  before.  He  liked 
Professor  Webller.  He  liked  essays. 
And  George  hated  composition.  In  brief, 
he  reacted  normally  to  English  A  until 
the  second  semester. 

The  day  it  happened  George  was  tak- 
ing notes.  Professor  Webller  was  still 
trying  to  "awaken"  the  minds  of  his 
students.  In  spite  of  the  minds  he  was 
working  on  he  was  no  man  to  give  up. 
He  ended  with  a  dynamic  sermon. 
George  was  startled  by  Webller's  rising 
voice.   He  put  down  his  pen  to  listen. 

".  .  .  must  express  their  personality," 
shouted  Webller. 

"Democratic  society  will  fail  if  it  con- 
tinues to  level  personality  and  individ- 
ualism, if  it  continues  to  force  all  men 
to  a  common  mediocrity. 

Men  must  seek  expression  of  their  real 
selves.  They  must  turn  from  the  pam- 
pering rewards  that  society  offers  for 
being  just  like  everybody  else.  The 
world  needs  men  willing  to  die  for  great 
causes.  For  there  can  be  no  human  prog- 
ress in  mediocrity."  Webller  paused  for 
breath. 


"Every  community  needs  a  man  to 
lead  it.  A  man  fired  with  a  great  cause. 
Even  a  university  can  use  men  like  that. 
Yes,   even  Northwestern   needs   such   a 

I  am  that  man,  thought  George  Keeler. 
It  came  to  him  with  startling  clarity. 
The  whole  world,  he  suddenly  saw,  was 
wrong.  He  was  the  man  to  set  it  right. 
And  reforming  Northwestern  would  be  a 
modest  beginning! 

He  silently  dedicated  himself  to  his 
cause.  He  looked  around  to  see  if  his 
classmates  were  conscious  of  the  great 
significance  of  this  moment.  They 
weren't — conscious,  that  is. 

George  Keeler  walked  along  the  lake 
front.  He  was  on  his  way  to  lunch  at  the 
fraternity  house.  The  sun  made  the 
world  dazzingly  new,  fresh  for  him  to 
conquer. 

George  waited  for  the  luncheon  gong. 
He  was  hardly  conscious  of  his  hunger 
when  he  was  hurried  down  into  the  din- 
ing room,  jostled  and  pushed  by  his  ra- 
venous brothers.  He  felt  like  a  spy 
among  the  heathen.  He  felt  the  impulse 
to  climb  up  on  a  chair  and  begin  the 
preachings  that  a  messiah  must  use  to 
convert  men  to  his  following. 

But  instead  of  getting  up  on  his  chair. 


He  stood  alone  on  the  pier  and  stared 
out  into  the  black  sky  and  the  dark  lake. 
No  moon.  No  stars.  He  felt  the  solitude 
overwhelm  him.  He  was  a  lone  wolf. 
He  remembered  something  he  had  read 
somewhere. 

"He  who  travels  far,  mostly  alone  he 
goes." 

Poignant  self-pity  wrung  tears  from 
his  eyes. 

Dawn  found  a  weary,  bleary-eyed 
George  Keeler  scratching  sleepily  at  his 
overnight  beard.  His  eves  bulged  from 
hunger  and  they  were  dark  from  lack  of 
sleep.  His  clothes  were  rumpled  and 
sweatv.  He  dragged  himself  into  his 
8:30  class. 

It  was  A47,  Principles  of  Something- 
or-Other — George  was  sad  and  rather 
confused.  He  found  his  seat  from  habit. 
Section  1,  row  6,  seat  11.  He  slouched 
into  it  and  was  at  once  reminded  of  his 
first  defeat.   It  rankled  him  still. 

The  235  other  students  came  strag- 
gling in  until  the  room  was  filled  with 
sleepy,  restless  collegians.  A  mob, 
thought  George  Keeler.  Not  an  individ- 
ual among  them — a  flock  of  sheep! 

The  instructor,  a  mild  and  slightly  de- 
tached young  man.  came  in  to  fight  his 
A\ ay  through  U\o  more  pages  of  his  lec- 
(Continued  on  page  32) 
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By  JERRY  WESLEY 


Someone,  we  think  it  ivas  George  Bernard  Shaw  has  said: 
"The  Christinas  spirit  is  dead.  Irrevocably,  irretrievably 
dead."  Maybe  he  didn't  say  it.  Maybe  tve  said  it.  But  whoever 
did,  it  isn't  true.  As  this  that  ive've  written  below  will  show. 
"The  Christmas  spirit  is  not  dead,  irrevocably,  irretriev- 
ably dead." 

SCENE  ONE 

Scene:  Citizen  Kane's  fireplace.  Far 
left:  Tivo  Flexible  Fliers  and 
and  someone  who  looks  like 
Marion  Davies.  Far  right:  A  little  match  girl  and  a  twenty- 
six  girl.  Both  freezing. 
Time:  Christmas  Eve. 

(Enter,  Scrooge  trying  to  look  like  Lionel  Barrymore.) 
Scrooge  (to  others)  :  Are  you  the  people  I  sent  for  to  deck 
the  halls? 

All:  Fa  lala  la  lala  laalaa  laa. 
One:  Laa. 
All:  Shhh! 
One:  Sorry,  I  thought  there  was  another  one. 

All :  No,  it's  fa  la  la  la  la  la  laa  laa  LAA. 
One:  (irritably)  Let's  get  on  with  this 
holly-decking. 

(Exit  to  hall) 
Scrooge  crosses  up  deep  left  center  mut- 
tering "I  hope  everything  is  ready."  As 
he  stands  thinking,  the  Twenty  Six  girl  and  the  little  M.  G. 
step  forward  and  break  into:  "Twas  the  night  before  Christ- 
mas, and  all  through  the  house;  not  a  creature  was  stirring, 
not  even  a  mouse  .  .  .  grandpa  was  hung  by  the 
chimney  with  care,  with  baubles  and  ribbons  be- 
decking his  hair  ...  I  in  my  night  shirt,  and  pa 
in  his  cap;  and  brother  at  Sing  Sing  still  doing 
his  rap.  .  .  ." 

Mouse:  You  know,  I  don't  know  as  I  like  that. 
Girls:  Why  not? 

Mouse:  It's  that  "Not  even  a  mouse."  Why 
shouldn't  I  be  stirring,  I'd  like  to  know?  I  have 
as  much  to  stir  about  as  the  next  person. 

(Girls  retire  abashed.  Scrooge,  who  has  been 
standing  quietly  down  far  right  front,  crosses 
over  and  lights  a  tapir). 


Tapir:  Here  you!    Please  be  more  careful.  You've  liglited  me. 
Scrooge:  Pardon  me — I  thought  you  were  a  taper. 
Tapir*:    I'm  a  tapir  with  an  "ir."   Look  more  closely. 

(Both  look  up  left  where  several  bells  are  jingling  and 
dashing  through  the  snow.  From  right  behind  them  appears 
Tiny  Tim  carrying  Bob  Cratchit  on  one  shoulder  and  Louella 
Parsons  on  the  other.  As  they  approach,  Cratchit  smacks 
Louella  in  the  ear.  That  occasions  a  short 
round  of  applause  from  a  radio  audience 
who  happen  to  be  down  far  right.  It  ap- 
pears they  have  been  hoping  for  something 
of  this  sort.  Louella  and  the  audience  exit 
carolling,  leaving  Tiny  to  say:) 
Tiny:  God  bless  you,  everyone.  What's  cooking? 
Scrooge:  I'll  give  you  the  jive  when  things  get  hepped.  (They 
shuffle  off  right,  picking  up  Good  King  Wencelas  on  the  way, 
who  has  been  standing  all  this  time  look- 
ing out) . 

(Enter     Mummers.      They     Mum.'"'" 
Exit  Mummers  carrying  Tapir  on  shoul- 

df's.)  \^$ll:  ■~\} 

Sistie:  That  was  a  dumb  show.  ■      ^   ■      m 

Buzzie:  You  said  it! 
(Exeunt). 

(Curtain  falls  to  indicate  the  time  it  takes 
to  lower  and  raise  a  curtain). 
"Look  this  up,  stupid. 
"■*Paid  advertisement. 


SCENE  TWO 

(There  are  several  people  we  will  now  intro- 
duce. One  is  two  pirates  and  two  is  a  butler 
carrying  some  Pequot  sheets  with  a  ribbon  on. 
We  introduce  them  because  ive  have  pictures  of 
them  here  and  there  at  the  sides.  These  pictures 
we  found  and  thought  they  ivould  save  time). 

{ As  the  curtain  rises,  no  one  is  on  the  stage. 
This  is  obviously  a  mistake,  so  it  is  lowered 
again.   The  next  time  it  rises,  snow  is  falling  and 


(Continued  on  page  34) 
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The^  Expected  Miracles 

.   .   .  but  deCorrevont  was  only  human 


by  Jack  Fahey 


WHEN  BILL  DeCORREVONT 
looks  back  on  the  last  three  foot- 
ball seasons  and  realizes  they're  all 
over,  he  must  feel  relieved. 

He  can  reminisce  about  deCorrevont, 
the  Austin  Atomizer,  Ail-American, 
Great  Flop,  and  he  can  chuckle  to  him- 
self and  mutter,  as  Dr.  Jekyll  might  of 
Mr.  Hyde:  "I'm  glad  I'm  through  with 
that  guy." 

One  of  football's  largest  crowds,  125,- 
000,  took  deCorrevont  unto  themselves 
in  Soldiers'  Field  in  1938,  when  Wallop- 
ing William  handed  the  Chicago  city 
championship  to  Austin  with  three  per- 
sonal touchdowns. 

DeCorrevont  came  to  Northwestern 
the  most  publicized  high  school  player 
in  the  history  of  football.  Like  Henry 
Ford,  he  was  famous  enough  to  have 
things  named  after  him  —  Tennessee's 
Bobby  Ciphers  was  called  "the  deCorre- 
vont of  the  South". 

In  his  college  debut,  the  tow-headed 
kid  from  Chicago's  west  side  slipped  a 
purple  helmet  over  his  head,  listened  to 
the  signals,  and  promptly  was  tackled 
for  an  eight-yard  loss. 

"Holy  smoke,"  gasped  one  Wildcat 
fan,  swallowing  the  cork.  Similar  things 
were  happening  throughout  Dyche  Sta- 
dium. The  deCorrevont  legend  had  ex- 
ploded! Wivvery  Willie  had  been 
stopped!    Cold! 

By  the  middle  of  the  1940  season. 
he  had  lost  numerous  yards  and  the 
leftists  in  the  "Our  Boy  Bill  is  Red  Hot 
(clap!  clap!)"  Club  had  reneged.  The 
conservatives  were  cautious  and  waited 
for  Bill  to  produce.  He  did.  but  not 
what  they  wanted. 

Instead,  Destructive  deCorrevont 
manipulated  himself  becomingly  for  a 
sophomore,  declined  to  be  sensational 
except  on  occasion,  and  all  in  all,  rifled 
the  legend  thoroughly.  By  the  end  of 
that  first  season,  the  rumor  had  got 
around  that  Bill  didn't  score  on  every 
play. 

The  football  sharpers  noticed  with  re- 
spect Bill  kept  his  head  where  it  be- 
longed, his  feet  on  the  ground,  and 
played  football  as  well  as  any  first-rate 
sophomore  back. 


There  was  nothing  wrong  with  Bill's 
running.  Except  he  didn't  run  like  the 
newspapers  said.  He  gained  consistent- 
ly with  a  3.2  average  per  try  for  the 
season.  That's  legal  beer  but  not  sensa- 
tional deCorrevont. 

Just  to  confuse  the  records.  Bill  beat 
Minnesota  with  a  60-yard  dash.  He 
piled  up  215  yards  on  20  completed 
passes  out  of  48  tries.  The  sports  writ- 
ers had  to  make  livings  and  those  who 
inflated  the  deCorrevont  legend  could 
have  been  organized  into  a  sizeable 
guild,  deCorrevont  Local,  Number  344. 

However,  by  the  time  his  junior  sea- 
son rolled  around,  most  of  the  papers 
had  posted  the  "hands  off"  on  Bill.  He 
was  left  in  comparative  quietude,  which 
reduced  the  clamor  to  a  calliope's  mat- 
ing call. 


The  finale:  Bill  deCorrevont, 
who  slipped  into  the  past  among 
farewells  for  Illinois'  Bob 
Znppke  claims  Northwestern 
coaches  didn't  nse  his  talents  to 
best  advantage.  Does  Bill's 
record  show  him  qualified  to 
criticize? 


deCorrevont  sparked  Northwestern  to 
three  early  wins  in  1940.  Syracuse 
chuted,  40-0.  Bill  free-wheeled  for  a 
lone  touchdown  to  beat  Ohio  State,  6-3. 

He  ran  65  yards  for  a  touchdown 
against  Wisconsin,  but  Harry  Stuhl- 
dreher's  boys  were  tough.  They  sprained 
Bill's  ankle.  So  he  sat  next  to  Pappy 
Waldorf  until  the  season  slipped  into 
the  shadows  of  another  autumn. 

Last  September  the  word  sped  'round 
the  grapevine  it  was  Bill's  year  to  pro- 
duce. Now  or  never.  deCorrevont  would 
resurrect  the  legend  or  he  Avould  lea\'e 
it  where  it  lay. 

He  left  it  where  it  lay,  because  there 
is  only  one  Superman  and  his 
pseudonym  isn't  "Bill  deCorrevont". 

deCorrevont  picked  off  yardage  where 
other  backs  couldn't.  He  gained  con- 
sistently.   Some  of  his  kicks  were  flukes, 


but  he  hung  near  the  top  among  Big  Ten 
punters.  His  passing  was  good.  But  be- 
cause he  didn't  reel  off  yardage  at  will, 
the  fans  gradually  came  to  rely  on  a 
curly-headed,  angular  sophomore  to  sup- 
ply Northwestern's  scoring  punch. 

"The  team  sparks  better  with  Otto 
Graham  in  there,"  you'd  hear  them  say. 

And  each  Saturday  afternoon  the 
cries  were  louder  for  Ottomatic  Otto. 
Graham  heard  them.  You  could  tell  by 
the  way  he  acted.  Bill  heard  too,  but  he 
didn't  let  on.  He  played  steady  football. 
Michigan  scored  and  deCorrevont  got 
the  blame  until  movies  showed  the 
touchdo^vn  passes  went  over  another 
back's  head. 

Northwestern  rolled  through  the  sea- 
son and  the  glitter  wore  off.  Michigan 
caromed  past.  Minnesota  wormed 
through  by  one  point.  And  then  came 
Indiana. 

Bill  left  the  game  in  the  first  quarter 
with  a  rib  injury.  Graham's  gift  to 
Northwestern  pranced  onto  the  field. 

By  the  time  the  clock  had  ticked  to 
three  minutes  to  go,  another  legend  had 
gone  up  in  smoke  in  Dyche  Stadium. 
Just  like  the  deCorrevont  legend  had 
been  debunked.  Not  so  sensationally, 
because  like  Bill.  Otto  played  as  well  as 
any  sophomore.  But  he  didn't  score  at 
will;  his  passing  average  dropped  be- 
cause he  threw  against  a  team  primed 
for  him  and  not  for  deCorrevont.  He 
^vas  nailed  on  punt  returns.  Bv  the  end 
of  the  game.  Graham  was  just  another 
back,  a  good  one,  but  just  another. 

The  fans  accepted  Graham.  They 
didn't  expect  him  to  score  on  every 
play.  He  was  no  deCorrevont.  He  was 
Otto  Graham — all-state  halfback  from 
Waukegan,  \vhose  greatest  sporting  thrill 
had  come  in  a  high  school  basketball 
game.  Otto  Graham,  who  w-ished  he 
could  pla)'  the  French  horn  in  the  North- 
western band. 

Bill  deCorrevont  can  grin  when  he 
reads  the  morning  paper  next  Septem- 
ber and  sees  the  name  "Otto  Graham" 
streaming  across  the  sports  pages.  May- 
be he'll  wish  he  were  back  in  suit.  But 
more  likely,  he'll  say  to  himself:  "I'm 
glad  I'm  not  that  "uy." 
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HAT  COULD  BE  SWEETER!  A 
Florida  Moon,  the  soft  sound  of  lapping 
waves,  palms  overhead.  .  .  .  What  could 
be  sweeter? 

"A  bottle  of  scotch,"  you  answer. 

Right.  But,  you  have  forgotten  to  take 
into  consideration  that  scotch  combined 
with  a  Florida,  the  soft  wave,  and  palms 
overhead  would  be  much  sweeter. 

In  fact,  when  you  find  out  just  what 
you  two  who  won  the  Purple  Parrot 
Popularity  Contest  are  going  to  do  down 
there  in  flagrant,  fascinating  Florida, 
you  will  be  simply  cockeyed.  You'll  for- 
get all  about  scotch. 

There  you  are,  streaming  along  over 
Dixie  in  a  new  flashing  Illinois  Central 
club  car.  Deluxe.  Whipping  past  freez- 
ing, huddled  bunches  of  people.  Right 
down  to  the  land  of  sunshine  and 
oranges. 

And  when  you  step  off  that  Illinois 
Central  train,  you'll  find  that  man  with 


Look  what  you're  ^oin^  to  do! 


bv  Winifred  Good 


the  ulster  in  his  shiny  limousine  who  will 
whip  you  right  off.  To  the  Everglades 
Hotel.    YOU,  of  all  people!    For  free! 

You  will  hardly  have  time  to  get  your 
breath — or  a  scotch — when  that  man  w  ill 
snatch  you  out  for  a  short  glimpse  of 
Florida  via  a  special  conducted  tour  of 
Miami,  Miami  Beach,  Coral  Gables,  Co- 
conut Grove,  Hialeah  Park  and  all 
points.  With  you  posing  all  over  the 
place  in  whatever  you  have  on  for  pic- 
tures of  you  because  you  are  you  and 
very  popular  and  not  because  you  are 
simply  anyone  standing  around. 

Then  when  the  moon,  that  moon, 
comes  out,  well,  first  you'll  go  to  the 
Royal  Palm  Club.  Floor  show  and  every- 
thing. Also  many  other  things  which  are 
not  worth  taking  space  to  mention  be- 


cause you  know  what  we  mean  anyway. 
Right?    Right. 

We  are  working  up  to  a  climax.  We 
have  looked  through  the  dictionary  and 
movie  reviews  for  Words.  Then  we 
simply  decided  to  tell  you  and  let  you  do 
the  exclaiming.  You  see,  you're  going 
on  a  boat  ride  the  next  day.  The  Nikke 
boat  trip  of  Miami  Beach.  Good?  Its 
marvelous. 

And  there's  the  Orange  Bowl  Parade 
the  night  of  December  thirty-first.  With 
box  seats.  With  you.  Watching  a  three- 
hour  parade,  fifty  floats,  fifty  bands,  and 
"spectacular  entertainment,"  it  says 
here. 

Getting  back  to  the  scotch.  You  knew 

we  would  come  back  to  that  eventually, 

(Continued  on  page  38) 
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Propose  Again  on  Thursday  (Continued  from  page  is) 


PUNGENT  PIPE  PUTS 
PA  IN  PICKLE 

— but  he's  out  cf  the  dog  house  notvJ 


LOOKS  LIKE  THE  FINISH!  One 

■wallop  and  that  smelly  old  briar 
will  be  no  more!  What's  the 
neighbor  saying?  "Switch  to  a 
mild  tobacco  like  Sir  Walter." 


car  passed,  lighting  up  her  face  for  an 
instant.  I  didn't  even  finish  the  sen- 
tence. .  .  ." 

I  knocked  the  ash  from  my  cigarette. 
"Are  you  sure  a  car  passed  at  that 
moment?" 

"No,"    he    said    gloomily,    " — I    was 
lying." 

"It  doesn't  matter." 
"We  drank  coffee  every  afternoon  that 
week.  We  talked  a  lot,  mingling  our 
souls  with  an  excrutiating 
sort  of  ecstasy.  Please 
don't  laugh.  I  proposed 
to  her  again  on  Thursday 
and  she  accepted.  I  don't 
remember  how  I  did  it — 
just  sort  of  asked  her  to 
marry  me  at  the  end  of  a 
sentence  about  something 
else.  She  was  very  happy. 
"It  was  fine  from  then 
on — Spring  coming — 
watching  the  snow  melt 
and  the  grass  turn  green. 
Walking  along  the  lake — 
everything  like  that.  But  we  didn't  let  it 
go  at  that.  We  took  pieces  from  Proust 
and  Schiller  and  Hegel  and  some  more 
of  them  and  fit  them  into  our  love  affair. 
When  summer  came  we  went  on  pic- 
nics. .  .  .  You  know.  And  we  went  swim- 
ming— we  used  to  lie  on  the  beach  in  the 
sun  like  they  do  in  magazine  illustra- 
tions. Looking  at  each  other  and  wish- 
ing there  were  no  people  around  so  we 
could  make  love.  Waiting  to  get  mar- 
ried in  the  fall. 

"Sometimes  I  thought  out  loud  about 
getting  married  in  terms  of  dollars.  She 
would  take  hold  of  my  wrist  and  ask  if 
that  were  necessary.  Usually,  when  she 
spoke  seriously,  she  held  my  hand. 
When  her  sincerity  became  emotional 
she  would  dig  her  nails  into  my  palm. 
She  liked  me  to  squeeze  her  hand  until 
she  winced.  I  know  she  liked  it.  But  I 
couldn't  help  thinking  in  terms  of  dol- 
lars, sometimes.  You  have  to.  One  time 
I  was  talking  about  how  much  money  it 
would  take  to  be  comfortably  married 
and  she  kissed  me  so  hard  and  pressed 
my  lips  so  hard  against  my  teeth  that  it 
hurt.   It  made  me  afraid." 

He  paused  again  and  looked  at  me. 
"I  used  to  call  her  every  morning  at 
eleven.  One  morning,  nineteen  days  ago, 
I  called  her  and  she  told  me  she  would 


call  back.  That  was  all.  I  spent  the 
afternoon  waiting  and  calling  myself  a 
damn  fool  for  thinking  something  was 
wrong.  At  five  I  called  her  house  again 
and  her  mother  said  Ann  had  left  for 
San  Francisco  at  noon. 

"I've  gone  through  three  phases  of 
reaction  since  then.  Not  counting  the 
binge.  First  I  began  with  sobering  up 
and  teaching  my  stomach  to  accept  solid 
food  again.  This  lasted  a  week  and  was 
filled   with   the   spirit   of 

self-pity.      I     didn't    cry 

'.       L_  _ .  after  I  sobered  up.    The 

2^;— — -_         second  stage  was  fun,  in 

a  way,  though  I  still  felt 

sorry  for  myself — just 
after  I  went  to  bed.  I 
couldn't  help  thinking  of 
her  with  the  other  one. 
The  one  in  San  Francisco. 
I  played  tennis  every  day 
and  swam  in  the  lake  at 
night,  by  myself.  I  didn't 
stop  thinking  about  her 
with  him  or  the  way  her 
lips  moved  when  she  was  about  to  kiss 
me,  but  I  quit  talking  about  it. 

"The  way  I  am  now  began  four  dajs 
ago.  It  was  early  in  the  morning  and  the 
sun  in  my  eyes  woke  me  graduallv.  For 
an  instant,  in  a  half-dream,  I  thought  of 
her  as  I  used  to  in  the  mornings,  forget- 
ting that  it  wasn't  that  way  anvmore. 
Then  I  was  wide  awake." 

He  stopped  and  finished  his  drink. 
"Look,"  I  said,  "what  have  you  writ- 
ten about  this  business?" 
"Written?" 
"Jotted  down." 

"Oh."  He  smiled  guiltily,  and  took  a 
folded  sheet  of  paper  from  his  pocket. 
He  unfolded  it  hesitantly. 

"Go  ahead,"  I  said,  "read  it." 
He  looked  at  tlie  paper  and  opened 
his  mouth. 

"I'm  sorry,"  I  said,  "perhaps — " 
"No.     I'll   read   it."    He   spread   the 
paper  flat  on  the  bar  and  began  to  read. 


It  is  as  thoiifih  my  being  uere  the 
kindling  and  the  match  that  icas  to  begin 
the  fire  for  us  both  to  live  b\\  and  she 
were  the  strong,  rich  fuel  that  u-ould  be 
part  of  the  undying  force  of  us  both. 
But  this  stronger  stuff  that  teas  she  had 
become  damp  in  the  mists  of  mental  un- 
rest, and  the  match  and  tivigs  were  not 
enough    to    ignite    the    everlasting   flame. 


(Continued  on  page  28) 
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JEWELRY  MAKES  A   SPARKLING  CHRISTMAS   GIFT 


Nadine  Kinney,  Kappa  and 
Nineteen  Hundred  and 
Forty -One  Navy  Ball 
Queen  accepting  a  locket 
from    Al     Conwill,     Beta. 


".  .  .  may  this  locket 
hold  tender  memories 
.  .  .  forever. 


OVE  IS  FRAGILE.  And  yet  if  sincere,  it  will 
last  until  eternity.  It  thrives  on  the  simpler  things 
of  life.  The  presenting  of  a  precious  locket  by  a  man 
to  his  loved  one  is  the  prelude  to  a  happy  future.  It 
will  hold  tender  memories  throughout  the  years  and 
should  be  carefully  selected  with  such  a  thought  in 
mind.  A  reliable  jeweler  will  only  offer  gems  which 
ire  worthy  of  such  an  honor. 
3ur  service  to  you  of  Northwestern  is  based  on  this 


concept.  With  an  unlimited  display  of  Christmas  gifts, 
you'll  be  able  to  leisurely  choose  only  those  which  ful- 
fill your  needs.  For  convenience  your  fraternity  or 
sorority  jewelry  may  be  selected  from  our  sample 
display  and  it  will  be  ordered  without  delay.  If  you 
desire  the  crest  of  your  organization  to  be  placed  on 
a  sentimental  ring  or  locket,  such  an  insignia  can  be 
attached  within  a  few  minutes  time.  It  will  indeed  be  a 
"Sparkling  Christmas"  if  the  gift  is  from 


Olsen  &   Ebann 

JEWELRY      COMPANY 
ON    DAVIS    BETWEEN    CHICAGO    &    ORRINGTON 


THE  FASHION  COMPASS  POINTS 
TO  A  GALA  SUIT  SEASON 


Wear  it  now  under  your 
coat  —  wonderfully  flat- 
tering lines.  It's  the  kind 
of  suit  you  can  wear  with 
or  without  a  blouse  and 
practically  everywhere 
you  go.  Have  it  in  one  of 
the  exciting  new  colors — 
beige,  yellow,  aqua,  rose. 
All  sizes.   S17.95. 


Other  styles  to  choose  from  up  to  $29.9.5 
713  Church  St.  llOPO  liiOllOX  EVANSTON 


HEADOUARTERS 

SANTA'S 
HELPERS 


Xmas  Cards 

Personal — General 
Gift  Wrappings 

College  Jewelry 

Ideal  Gifts  for  Women 
or  Men 

See  Our  Complete  Line 

STATIONERY 

FOUNTAIN  PENS 

PENNANTS  &  NOVELTIES 

We  Take  Magazine 
Subscriptions 

STUDENT 
BOOK  EXCHANGE 

George  Racine,   Mgr. 
1737  Sherman  Ave.,  Dav.  2717 


/I  ^Ute.  PUoitKyiofJi 


MAKES  AN 
EXCELLENT 
CHRISTMAS 
GIFT 


^ 


STUDENTS  ^  ^  ^ 

Join  in  the  Xmas  spirit  and 
give  your  parents  and  friends 
a   photograph  of  yourself. 

MERRY   CHRISTMAS 
from 


Eugene  L.  Ray 


Studio:    1606  Chicago  Avenue 
EVANSTON,   ILLINOIS 


Propose  Again  on 
Thursday 

(Continued  from  page  26) 

Seeing  that  it  might  be  so,  that  the  fire 
might  die  leaving  bitter  ashes  scattered 
in  the  nind  and  a  gaunt  frame  of  dark- 
ened Hood,  I  became  afraid  and  blew  on 
the  fire.  But  instead  of  nursing  it  to 
stronger  life,  I  blew  it  out. 

He  looked  from  the  paper  to  the  drink 
that  Harv  had  placed  on  the  bar  for  him. 
He  picked  up  the  jigger,  poured  the 
scotch  into  the  glass  of  soda,  and 
downed  his  drink. 

"Thank  you,''  he  said,  "ver}-  much.  I 
feel  better." 

"Thank  you.  And  don't  mention  it — 
to  a  soul." 

We  smiled  and  he  turned  away  and 
walked  toward  the  door.  I  watched  him 
walking  away. 

When  he  had  left,  Harv  came  oyer 
and  leaned  against  the  bar. 

"Typical,  wasn't  he?"  Harv  said. 

"Yes—" 

"But  look,''  Harv's  broad  forehead 
wrinkled  in  a  frown,  "what  about  this 
Hegel  business?  ' 

"Hegel  was  a  philosopher." 

Harv  gathered  his  eyebrows  seriously. 

"You  mean  one  of  those  guys  that  has 
everything  all  figured  out?" 

"Yeah."  I  said. 


Bird's  Eye  View 

(Continued  from  page  5) 

that  we  used  to  get  on  our  upper  lips 
from  drinking  beer  out  of  cans? 


THE  NEW  YEAR  ALWAYS 
LEAVES  us  brimming  with  hot  toddy 
and  good  cheer,  which,  of  course,  re- 
minds us  of  a  story.  Our  hero  is  a  cal- 
lo^v  young  commerce  student  ^vho  ivas 
pretty  well  oiled  at  the  close  of  old 
1940,  and  felt  that  he  should  do  some- 
thing about  it.  So,  amidst  fireworks, 
blaring  auto  horns,  clanking  pots  and 
pans  and  screams  of  "happy  Noooo 
Year,"  he  calmly  stationed  himself  in 
Fountain  Square,  cranking  away  at  the 
rollers  of  an  ancient  washing  machine. 
He  rather  cryptically  informed  passers- 
by  that  he  was  "Ringing  out  tlie  old 
year  and  ringing  in  the  new." 


Ginger  Rogers'  homecoming  was 
quite  an  affair.  Everyone  turned  out 
in  top  hat  and  white  tails. 

— Kansas  City  Times 
Bottoms  up! 
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IF,  heaven  forgive  your  disloyalty  and^ 
pardon  your  taste,  you  happen  to 
date  a  Chicago  University  girl  in  pref- 
erence to  one  of  our  own  devastating 
witches,  you  will  probably  first  think 
of  Hanley's,  on  55th  street.  Our  con- 
sidered advice  is  to  think  again.  It's 
hard  to  be  a  jolly  boy  when  you  don't 
know  any  of  the  other  same.  Try  the 
Old  Bear  Lounge  across  the  street, 
which  is  no  great  shakes,  but  has  a 
charming  waitress  named  Ora.  Or 
even  the  University  Tavern,  down  the 
street,  which  is  a  bit  haggard,  but  serv- 
iceable. Ann  Milestone's  on  63rd  is  a 
fine  example  of  a  dive,  if  it's  a  dive 
you  want.  Or  there's  the  Casa  Mexi- 
cana  at  the  Flamingo  Hotel,  directly 
east  of  the  campus.  Other  places  will 
be  suggested  by  your  date,  but  why 
roam  afield  at  all?  What's  the  matter 
with  Willard  and  West  Campus? 
Hnimmm  ? 


c^. 


> 


and  listen  to  the  phonograph.  This 
month's  selections  are  all  on  the  seduc- 
tive side.  Take  our  word  for  it,  brother, 
they're  better  than  etchings.  Your  music 
store  will  be  glad  to  order  any  of  the 
records  made  by  Elvira  Rios  (con  la 
orquesta  de  Jose  Morand)  you  may 
wish.  They  are  all  silky,  throbbing, 
heady  music.  Made  for  the  lower  lati- 
tude trade,  and  a  fine  good-neighbor 
inducement  they  are,  too.  Decca  puts 
them  out.  Or  try  any  of  Carmen  Caval- 
laro's  albums.  The  boy  plays  past  song 
hits  in  an  even,  melodious,  goosey  sort 
of  piano  style.  Quiet,  unobtrusive,  and 
pleasant.  And  then,  of  course,  you'll 
never  go  wrong  with  Dinah  Shore.  None 
of  this  is  musician's  music — but  then, 
how  many  of  you  are  musicians? 


a  dump  like  it,  but  somehow  we've  al- 
ways nursed  a  strong  regard  for  the 
La  Playa  Tap  in  our  corroding  chest. 
It's  on  Bryn  Mawr,  two  blocks  west  of 
Sheridan,  and  is  just  a  plain,  old,  dirty 
hole.  It's  a  large  place,  filled  with  the 
lower  middle  classes  forgetting  life  in 
draughts  of  beer.  But  it  serves  good 
steaks,  and  cheeses,  and  stuff  from  the 
proprietor's  farm  in  Wisconsin,  and 
they  have  a  small  orchestra  which  is 
good,  but  bored.  The  best  waiter's 
name  is  Norman,  and  there's  no  phoni- 
ness  in  the  atmosphere. 


^k^ 


THE  Town  House  is  certainly  con- 
venient, being  on  Sheridan  on 
the  way  to  the  loop.  It's  attractive. 
The  beverages  and  food  served 
there  are  more  than  adequate.  But 
the  clientele.  Well,  we  wish  the 
management  would  do  something 
about  it.  Point  being  that  if  you 
take  your  girl  there,  the  boys  will 
try  to  cut  in.  Leaving  her  at  the 
table.  If  you're  immune  to  that  sort 
of  mashing,  nothing  could  be  finer. 


THIS  is  just  a  warning  note  to 
will  be  in  town  for  the  holiday 


v^V 


Yy^HILE  we're  talking  about  the 
'  '  Bryn  Mawr  neighborhood,  if 
you  go  to  the  La  Playa,  and  no 
like,  walk  down  the  block  and  trv 
the  1111  Club.  It's  quite  differ- 
ent, being  up  to  date,  and  sporting 
some  very  charming  and  talented 
refugees  in  a  constant  stream  of 
music  from  the  old  world.  Of 
course,  some  drunk  always  asks 
for  Smoke  Gets  in  Your  Eyes,  and 
I'll  Take  You  Home  Again,  Kath- 
leen— but  in  between  times,  the 
music's  good. 


ou  who 
for  the 
first  time,  and  yet  want  to  make  your  date 
feel  you  know  your  way  around.  Decide 
early  what  hotel  and  night  club  spots  you 
want  to  hit.  Then  call  the  headwaiter  at 
same  places  and  make  your  reservation.  Be 
on  time,  insist  on  your  rights,  and  every- 
thing will  go  all  right.  Especially  if  you 
take  along  a  little  more  cash  than  you  in- 
tend to  spend.  Because,  brother,  sure  as 
hell  you'll  spend  it. 


Jj^ 


IF  Village  Green  is  still  playing 
at  the  Great  Northern,  don't 
let  it  be  because  you  bought  a 
ticket.  We're  all  for  local  pro- 
fessional talent,  but  not  when  the 
vehicle  is  as  sad  as  this  little  ven- 
ture. On  the  other  hand,  there's 
Mr.  and  Mrs.  I\orth  at  the  Har- 
ris, which  you  should  like.  We 
did,  even  if  we  are  forced  to  use 
the  disgusting  phrase,  'Gay  little 
murder  comedy'  to  describe  it. 


^  ^^^ 
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Every  place  that  Mary  goes 
She  hands  out  Cryst-O-Mints; 

Now  she  has  so  many  beaux 
She  really  should  be  quints. 


\    ilFflMRsJ 


/  MORAL:  S 


id  then.  Let  Life  bav 


A   BOX  OF   LIFE 

SAVERS  FOR 

THE  BEST 

WISECRACK! 


What  is  the  best  joke 
that  you  heard  on  the 
campus  this  week?  For 
the  best  line  submitted 
each  month,  there  will 
be  a  free  award  of  an 
attractive  cellophane- 
wrapped  assortment  of 
all  the  Life  Saver  Fla- 
vors. Jokes  will  be 
judged  by  the  editors 
of  this  publication. 


OF 

COURSE 

GO 

to  the 


VILLA 
DEMETRE 

1657  Sheridan  Road 
WILMETTE,  ILLINOIS 


Famous  for  delicious  barbecued 
chicken  and  hamburgers.  Meet  your 
friends  at  the  beautiful  Spanish 
Villa  after  school,  the  dance  or  the 
theatre. 


I'll  Meet  You 
at 

DEMETRE'S 


3 


DELICIOUS 
Sandwiches  and  Pastries 
• 

FOUNTAIN   SERVICE 
Open  to  1  A.  M.— Fri.  and  Sat.  2  A.  M. 


THE  BEST  GIFTS  ON  RECORD! 

RECORDS  THAT  WILL  ALWAYS 

BE  ENJOYED 

ON 

COLUMBIA,   VICTOR   AND   DECCA 

RCA 

Victor  Headquarters 

QUINLAN  RADIO  SERVICE 

1148  Central  Ave.  Wilmette 


Something  to  die  for 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

ture  notes.  He  began  in  a  level  tone, 
pacing  his  words  so  they  might  be  writ- 
ten clown.  A  disheveled  young  man  in 
the  first  row  stood  up,  yawned,  and  be- 
gan marking  a  seating  chart.  He  was 
taking  attendance. 

George  had  no  notebook.  He  watched 
the  young  man  taking  attendance.  After 
a  minute,  he  said  loudly.  "Nuts!  ' 

The  instructor  glanced  up  from  his 
notes,  startled  and  indignant. 

"What  was  that?"  he  asked  sharply. 
George  stared  back  at  the  outraged 
instructor. 

"Nuts!"  he  said  again.  Louder  this 
time. 

The  instructor  pounced  on  George. 
"What    did    you    say,    young   man?" 
His  voice  was  shrill  and  it  quavered  just 
a  little. 

A  frown  creased  its  way  down 
George's  tired  forehead. 

"Nuts!"  he  repeated  wearily.  This 
was  beginning  to  exliaust  him. 

The  instructor  stepped  to  the  front  of 
the  platform  and  confronted  George  as 
best  he  could  over  six  rows  of  seats. 

"Are  you  intoxicated,  young  man?" 
he  began  angrily,  "or — or  what?"  This 
was  a  new  experience  and  he  did  not 
know  quite  how  to  meet  it. 

"I'm  not  drunk  or  what."  George  be- 
gan to  be  annoyed.  "I'm  just  a  seat 
number.  And  I'm  damn'  tired  of  being 
just  a  seat  number.  And  you."  he  stood 
up  and  pointed  a  rather  soiled  finger  at 
the  instructor,  "only  care  whether  or  not 
the  seat  is  vacant.  You  don't  give  a 
damn  if  my  mind  is  vacant!" 

The  instructor's  jaw  dropped.  He  ran 
his  tongue  around  his  dry  lips.  The 
room  was  very,  very  quiet. 

George  felt  resentful  and  angry. 
"You  asked  me  if  1  was  intoxicated. 
/  wn  drunk — drunk  with  a  realization  of 
what  life  really  is,  of  what  1  should  be. 
and  wh^it  we  ivill  all  be  after  the  revo- 
lution." His  voice  broke.  He  felt  very 
tired. 

"Revolution"  exploded  like  a  rocket 
in  the  hushed  room.  Revolution,  com- 
munism, fifth  column,  seemed  to  flash 
in  a\vful  sequence  before  tlie  eyes  of  the 
instructor. 

"Leave  this  room,  young  man!" 
George  started  leaving.    At  the  door 
he  took  a  last  crack  at  authority. 

"Hide  behind  your  position.  Don't 
try  to  see  reality.  I'm  glad  to  leave. 
\ou"re  dead,  the  whole  class  is  dead. 
I'm  glad  to  get  out  of  this  morgue — it 
stinks."    He  walked  out. 

(Continued  on  page  38) 
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PHANTASMAGORIA 


I  have  a  wonderful  idea.  It  may  revo- 
lutionize art.  I've  been  thinking  about 
it  for  a  long  time  and  I  finally  have 
every  detail  planned.    Here's  the  setup: 

It  will  take  shape  in  the  form  of  a 
motion  picture,  but  it  will  really  be  more 
than  that.  It  will  be  a  new  "art  form". 
I  am  going  to  read  selected  passages 
from  Shakespeare  to  a  group  of  ditch- 
diggers,  selected  especially  for  their  lit- 
erary ignorance.  Then  their  reactions 
will  be  shown  to  the  audience  in  COL- 


CHOSLEY 
HACIOS 


This   beautiful  AC-DC   Com- 
bination    Radio  -  Phonograph 
offered   to   you    at   a   special 
price  of  only    32.95 
(Reg.  Price  39.95) 

(Use  Our  Easy  Payment  Plan) 

The 
Northwestern 

CO-OP 

1726  Orrington  Ave. 

EVANSTON 

Shop  at  the  Co-op  and  Save 


by    STANLEY    EVANS 

ORED  SOUND!  This  will  be  a  valuable 
cultural  contribution. 

For  a  long  time  we  have  heard  the 
opinions  of  experts,  but  this  will  be  the 
first  time  that  we  get  the  reaction  of  the 
common  man  to  Shakespeare.  The  sim- 
ple phrase,  "To  be  or  not  to  be"  might 
evoke  startlingly  varied  reactions. 

Parts  of  the  show  will  be  animated 
cartoons,  featuring  Popeye  the  Sailor, 
interpreting  well-known  characters  from 
Shakespeare.  During  one  of  the  five- 
minute  pauses  between  the  three  two- 
hour  sections,  I  am  going  to  appear  on 
the  screen,  in  white  tie  and  tails,  and 
shake  hands  with  Popeye.  This  will 
emphasize  the  joining  of  art  and  com- 
mon taste. 

An  interesting  feature  will  be  that  the 
sound,  instead  of  coming  from  the 
screen  in  the  old-fashioned  manner,  will 
be  showered  down  upon  the  audience 
from  above. 

The  whole  thing  should  be  very  im- 
pressive, artistic,  and — well,  terrific.  It 
will  undoubtedly  shed  a  new  light  on 
Shakespeare. 
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SERVICE 

Orrington 

Hotel 

BARBER 

SHOP 

UNL  8700 

DOUBLE  BREAST? 
OR  SINGLE- 
WOMEN  DECIDE 

— Daily  Northwestern 
What  about  heredity? 


Bill  Ohland,  sophomore  left  end 
...  is  called  Charlie  Chan  by  his 
friends  because  he  has  spent  so 
much  of  his  life  in  the  far  east  and 
his  name  is  Ohland  .  .  .  says  his 
father  who  is  now  a  captain  his  name 
is  Ohland  .  .  .  says  his  father  who  is 
now  a  captain  in  the  United  States 
Navy  was  on  the  rowing  team  at 
Annapolis  .  .  .  can  swear  in  Taga-log 
which  is  a  mixture  of  log,  which  is 
a  mixture  of  Spanish  and  Philli- 
pino  .  .  . 

—Daily  Northwestern 
We  like  it  so  much,  so  much,  so  much. 


We  probably  have  a  lot  in  common. 
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The  North  Side's 
Most    Popular    Nile    Spot 


now    featuring 
the  sensational 

Dnrothy  Donegan 

at 
the    piano 

also 

The  Three  Sharps 

and 

A  Flat 


AND  AN  ALL-STAR   SHOW 

1614  HOWARD  ST. 


For  the  First  Time 
in  Evanston 
we  present 

Crosby  Square 

Shoes  for  Men 

The  Ideal  Shoe  for   Campus    Wear 

SECHLER'S 

1616  Orrington  1607  Sherman 

Campus    Representative,    Al    Fleischmann 


;i  AS  WARM  AS  TOAST!  J! 


•  Ski-pants 

•  Flannel   Shirts 

•  Weather-Proof  Jackets 

•  Other  Winter  Sporting 

Accessories 

— all  at— 
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WHISTLE  WHILE  YOU  WASSAIL 

(Continued  from  page  15) 


a  chorus  of  small  boys  in  white  robes  is 
singing:  "God  rest  you  .  .  .  God  rest 
you  .  .  .  God  rest  you,"  having  forgotten 
the  rest  of  the  lyric.  Scrooge  enters,  fol- 
lowed by  a  flock  which  some  shepherds 
are  watching,  a  boar's  head,  and  Tiny 
Tim  carrying  the  Twenty  Six  girl  hold- 
ing an  apple  to  put  in  the  boar's  mouth. 
The  Little  Match  Girl  was  stiff  (frozen) 
and  asked  if  she  might  be  excused.) 


Scrooge:  Tonight,  friends,  we  are  gath- 
ered to  discover  Just  ivhy  the  Chimes 
Rang.  Although  it  is  alleged  by  some 
that  a  little  boy  did  it  by  giving  a  penny 
to  another  little  boy,  we  have  never  felt 
the  explanation  was  quite  adequate. 
Now.  .  .  . 

Tapir:  I  rang  them,  I  rang  them,  I  rang 
them! 
Boar:  Keep  quiet.    You're  lit! 


There  Is  A  Bagful  of 
Swell  Surprises 


For    YOU     who     join     the     only     student-faculty 
owned  N.  U.  Cooperative. 

10%  DISCOUNT  TO  MEMBERS  ON 
ALL  CHRISTMAS  PURCHASES. 

(Except  Those  Under  the  Fair  Trade  Act) 

N.  U.  Christmas  Cards 


® 


North 
Shore 


COOPERATIVE 


Book 
Store 


Uni.  6777 


Tapir:  I  know  it.    (Passes  out). 
Scrooge:  Now.  .  .  . 
(Enter  Three  Kings  of  Orient). 
Three  K.  of  0.:   We  three  Kings  of  Ori- 
ent are.    Has  anyone  here  seen  a  star- 
bar? 

(Aside)  We're  supposed  to  be  following 
one. 

Tiny:    There's   one    yonder.     (Pointing 
yonder). 

T.  K.  of  0.:    Thanks.    Please  accept  as 
a  token  of  our  gratitude  this  small  pail 
of  myrrh.    (Exeunt). 
Scrooge:  Now.  .  .  . 

Old  Woman:  It's  getting  late  and  NONE 
OF   YOU   HAVE   HUNG   UP   YOUR 
STOCKINGS!    (Cackles). 
Boar:  Oh,  heavens! 

( There  was  a  general  rush  toward  the 
door;  and.  as  the  lights  dim  we  see  Tiny 
Tim  and  Scrooge  wassailing.  This  brings 
in  the  title,  which  is  more  than  Holly- 
wood usually  does.   The  curtain  drops.) 

EPILOGUE 

Scene:  Same  as  prologue. 
Time:   Three  years  later. 

(Curtain  rises  on  stage,  packed  with 
the  entire  cast,  plus  the  twelve  men  who 
were  corpses  in  "Arsenic  and  Old  Lace," 
they  have  nothing  to  do  this  evening 
anyway.  Music.) 
All:  If  you're  wondering  why  we're  here. 

We're  here  for  the  epilogue 

Which  should  fill  you  full  of  cheer.  .  . 
(All  stop  doing  buck  and  wing  and  look 
blankly  at  each  other). 
Scrooge:  Can  anyone  think  of  anything 
that  rhymes  with  epilogue? 
Aimee  Semple  McPherson:    (Suddenly 
materializing  on  the  top  of  a  Christmas 
tree).    You  might  try  decalogue. 
Tiny:   You  mean   decameron,  and  that 
doesn't  rhyme. 

(Aimee  disappears,  mortified.) 

Enter:  The  spirit  of  Rudolph  Valen- 
tino. He  moves  dowiistage  in  a  quick 
tango,  slave  bracelets  rattling  on  his 
ankles.  Leers  at  old  woman. 
Rudy:  Thisa  thing  hasa  gone  far 
enougha.  Especial'  when  I  coma  in. 
Merry  Christmas  to  you  alia.  (Exit  ivith 
Clara  Bow.  in  a  fast  Charleston.  Cast 
breathes  easily.  Bells  ring.  Curtain 
hovers.) 

CURTAIN 
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'PRINTERS  TO  THE  PURPLE' 

Call  Greenleaf  1780 


527  Dempster 
EVANSTON 


1941-InMemoriam 


Personalize  your  Christmas 

greetings 

Send  photographic  cards 

Many  styles,  greetings  and  designs 

Prices  surprisingly  low 

Bring  us  your  favorite  negative,  and 

tee  will  make  up  a  sample  for  your 

approval 

Evanston  Photographic  Service 

Dwight  R.  Furness 
1854  Sherman  Ave.,  Evanston 
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Genuine  Angora 
Sweaters 

Short  Sleeve  Slipovers. .   $10.95 
Short  Sleeve  Cardigans.  .$1 1.95 
Long  Sleeve  Cardigans.   $16.95 
Extra  Heavy  Long 
Sleeve   Cardigans $19.95 


1642  Orrington  Ave. 


"V"  is  to  the  British 

as  CLASSIC 

is  to  men  who 

prefer  good 

HAIRCUTS 

and 

MANICURING 

o   o   o 

CLASSIC 

Earber    Shop 

OPPOSITE  VARSITY  THEATRE 

1721    Sherman  Ave. 


By  BllDD  SELZ 


J 


HAVE  ONLY  ONE  GRIPE  for  a 
year  which  has  otherwise  been  hotsy- 
totsy 

And  that  is  that  ev'rytime  you  did  some- 
thing that  somebody  didn't  like  he 
glared  at  you  and  said,  "Oh,  he's  a 
Nazi." 

Now  I  wouldn't  mind  this  so  much  if 
they'd  only  do  it  to  people  who  might 
possibly  be  of  German  blede. 

But  it  irks  me  to  the  very  bottom  of  my 
delicate  soul  when  they're  talking 
about  somebody  who's  quite  obvi- 
ously a  Swede. 

And,  what's  more,  you  could  hardly  go 
into  a  more-or-less  respectable  pub  to 
order  a  short  beer 

Without  fear  of  being  first  referred  to  as 
a  "German  sympathizer"  or  a  "Fifth- 
columnist"  and  later  being  beaten 
black-and-blue  and  thrown  out  on 
your  one  good  ear. 

Also  I've  heard  from  people  I  know  who 
just  wouldn't  prevarica 

That  they  were  bodily  ejected  from  their 
various  and  sundry  corner  saloons  for 
excusing  erring  sneezers  with  "Geh- 
zuntheit"  instead  of  "God  bless  Amer- 
ica." 

So,  as  a  possible  solution,  I  suggest  that 
this  year  only  the  Dies  committee  be 
permitted  to  call  people  subversive 
names  and  thereby  take  from  their 
"wine  of  life"  its  fizziness. 

And  I  also  advise  that  a  law  be  passed 
by  the  much-respected  F.D.R.,  and  by 
the  venerable  House,  and  by  the  hoary 
Senate,  stating  that  all  other  people 
should  shut  their  repulsively  gaping 
mouths,  pull  in  their  revoltingly 
pearly  teeth,  and,  in  other  words, 
mind  their  own  bizziness.  .  .  . 


Miss  Lawrence  is  an  accomplished 
actress.  When  she  steps  out  on  the 
stage,  she  puts  her  heart,  her  soul, 
her  everything  into  her  pants,  no 
matter  how  small  they  may  be. 

— New  York  Times 
Standins  room  only! 


Biograph  Theatre,  2433  Lincoln : 
Dinnerware,  "Reefer  Madness".  "I'll 
sell  my  life."  Women  for  sale  to 
highest  bidder. 

— Chicago  Daily  Neiis 
Price  change  at  6:30. 


Cijrigtmasi  Zttt 


Every  year  on  Christmas  Eve  since 

I  was  just  a  lad, 
We've  put  a  package  'neath  our 

tree — and  marked  it:    Love — to  Dad." 
Just  a  pound  of  Edgeworth— though  the 

cost  is  really  small 
Of  all  the  gifts  that  father  gets 

he  likes  it  best  of  all. 

Now  later  on  when  I  grew  up,  that 

famous  tin  of  blue 
Appeared  beneath  our  Christmas  tree— 

hut  this  time  there  were  two. 
For  I  had  learned,  from  watching 

dad,  the  joy  a  pipe  can  bring. 
And  trial  and  error  taught  me,  too,  that 

Edgeworth  was  the  thing. 

Again  this  year,  I'm  proud  to  say, 

beneath  our  Christmas  tree. 
We're  putting  gifts  of  Edgeworth,  yes, 

but  this  time  there'll  be  three. 
For  my  son  has  grown  to  manhocxi 

now,  and  much  to  my  delight. 
He  wants  a  pipe  for  Christmas 

and  I'm  going  to  start  him  right. 

Edgeworth  is  on  sale  at  your  dealer's  in  an 
attractive  log  cabin  Christmas  lerapping. 

NOTE:  For  those  pipe  emokera  who  haven't  yet  diacoverec 
the  joy  of  EDGEWORTH,  America's  Fineat  Pipe  Tobacco, 
we  print  tliia  coupon,  as  a  means  of  getting  acquainted. 


City  or  Town- 
State 

I      ©  1941.  LaroH  &  Bro 


BAUER'S 

b        HAIR         d. 
—        SHOP        

'Worn/i/ele  ^eatitif  Sfeitftce 

Two   Hours   Free   Parking 
In    Hinman    Garage 

1610  Chicago  Ave.  Uni.  0729 
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$24.75 
A    RADIANT   DIAMOND 

Beautifully  set  in  an  exquisite  14K 
Solid  Yellow  Gold  Mounting 


^^^Mx^*'"*'         YOUR  CREDIT 
^o>^^  IS  GOOD! 


CHARGE  IT!    PAY   50c  A  WEEK 

NO  MONEY  TILL  JANUARY,  1942 
NO  INTEREST  OR  CARRYING  CHARGES 


GENTS  CAMEO  RING  DIAMOND  CROSS 


$995      $4 


95 


BIRTH  RING 

$595 


Cent   Tigerite    Cameo.  Genuine    Diamond    set      Ladies   Birthstone   ring 

in       neatly       engraved  in  10K  solid  gold  cross      for    every     month     in 

lOK   solid   yellow   gold  and  chain.  lOK  solid  yellow  gold, 

mounting. 

25c  A  WEEK  WILL  DO 

Prices  Include  Federal  Tax 

M  A  N  L   I    E       and  OPTICIANS 


830  Davis  St. 


9090 


li^ht  of  Reason 

By   BARBARA   SHANLEY 

J/HAT  NICE  OFFICER  brought 
father  home  again  the  other  night.  He 
said  he  wondered  what  could  be  the  mat- 
ter with  father.  At  first  I  was  just  going 
to  play  dumb,  but  I  finally  said  that  if 
he  really  wanted  to  know,  he  should 
come  down  in  the  basement  to  see  our 
still. 

He  was  quite  impressed.  Most  every- 
body is  ivhen  they  first  see  it. 

"What  do  you  call  the  stuff?"'  he 
asked. 

"Well,"  I  said  modestly,  "This  is  orig- 
inal Blue  Champagne." 

"Blue  Champagne ! ! !    You  mean  Blue 
Champagne — bubbles     rise,     then     sud- 
denly crystallize  to  form  a  dream — " 
"Yes.  that's  it." 
"Well.    Got  any  extra?" 
"Sure,  lots." 

"How  about  a  little  toast?"  he  asked. 

"All  you  want,"   I   told  him.    "You 

know  of  course  what  will  happen  to  the 

tang  and  the  sparkle  if  you  don't  drink 

it  right  down." 

"Of  course.  I  know,"  he  said,  moving 
over  into  the  purple  shadows. 

When  mother  showed  up,  she  had  to 
drive  Officer  O'Day  home.  She  was  an- 
noyed. "How  much  did  you  waste  on 
this  guy?"  she  asked.  She  seemed  to 
have  forgotten  how  nice  he  had  been  to 
father. 

"Oh,  not  much." 

"Well,"  she  said,  "Just  remember  that 
whatever  amount  it  was  will  have  to 
come  out  of  your  share  this  month." 

I  thought  at  first  that  this  was  a  tough 
break.  But  now — Avell.  a  dream  of  vou  is 
all  very  fine,  but  it  will  be  mighty  handy 
to  have  the  police  on  our  side  New 
Year's  Eve,  among  the  songs,  the  echoes, 
those  blue  rendezvouses  and  all. 


The  State  Attorney  General's  office 
in  Michigan  recently  passed  a  ruling 
that  a  magician  who  conjures  drinks 
out  of  a  hat  has  to  take  out  a  regular 
$500  liquor  license. 

— Business  Week 
Any  conjured  cash  accepted? 


In  testimony  last  year  Mrs.  Joslj-n 
was  accused  with  being  unduly 
chummy  with  a  bio-psychologist,  a 
tourist  guide  in  Sante  Fe,  N.  M.,  and 
a  Mr.  M.  who  sells  Indian  jewelry. 
— Chicago  Tribune 
How'd  that  psychologist  get  in  there? 
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Dr.  Hahne^ 


Profile  With  Two  Eyes 

(Continued  from  page  12) 

the  protective  tariff  is  unsound.  OR  IS  IT?"  And  three 
hundred  befuddled  students  leave  Harris  107  wondering  what 
is  right,  whether  there  is  any  truth,  "what  will  I  say  if  he 
asks  me  that  on  an  exam?" 

Famous  as  his  "OR  is  it?"  are  his  Ike  and  Mike  jokes, 
which  he  uses  to  illustrate  the  consumer-demand  problem: 
"Ike  was  walking  down  the  street,  and  he  met  Mike  .  .  ." 
On  into  the  lecture. 

sections  are  sessions  of  terror  for  the 
unprepared.  Sitting  smugly  behind  his 
big  desk,  he  deliberately  draws  the 
students  out.  makes  them  talk,  mixes 
them  up,  befuddles  them  all  the  more. 
He  loves  his  'hair  trigger'  exams.  "You 
should  think,"  he  says,  "before  you 
come  to  class." 

He  deals  out  questions  orally  about 
three  seconds  apart — -"What  is  capital? 
(3  seconds)  What  is  labor?  (4  sec- 
onds) Machines  increase  unemploy- 
ment.    Ifso,    whyso?     Ifnot,    whynot? 

^^ Discuss  the  New  Deal    (5  seconds)." 

^^^^^  ^  Sweating,  glassy-eyed  students,  mouths 

open,  faces  haggard,  emerge  from  class.  But  every  lecture  is 
packed  with  information.  Hahne's  experiences — scholastic 
and  otherwise — always  enter.  And  he  gets  the  greatest  pleas- 
ure in  hearing  about  the  ways  students  put  things  over  on 
professors.  Which  proves  that  they  don't,  on  this  prof  at 
least ! 

On  November  11,  1941,  Professor  Hahne  began  a  lecture: 
"I've  just  been  caught  reading  Esquire,"  he  said.  The  group 
of  drowsing  students  woke  up  to  listen.  The  lecture  on 
economics  had  somehow  changed  its  course,  and  had  become 
instead  his  famous  Armistice  Day  address.  When  the  quiet, 
thoughtful  voice  had  stopped,  there  was  a  mistiness  around 
the  eyes  of  even  the  manliest  of  men.  A  burst  of  applause. 
Then  absolute  silence.  Such  are  the  oratorical  powers  of  the 
man. 

Hahne  has  all  the  interest  of  a  mother  hen  clucking  over 
her  chicks  in  his  students  and  their  campus  activities.  An 
ardent  gridiron  fan,  he  believes  emphatically  that  he  enjoys 
the  game  more  than  the  players.  He  believes,  like  Rockne, 
that  the  virtue  of  football  lies  in  the  spirit  of  friendly  com- 
petition between  the  teams.  Says  such  demonstrations  of 
good  sportsmanship  as  the  Northwestern  players  congratu- 
lating sophomore  wonder  boy  Hillenbrand  after  the  Indiana 
game  gives  him  the  greatest  thrill  as  spectator.  "Things  like 
that  make  football  a  game." 

Hahne  has  unswerving  faith  in  the  belief  that  both  gridiron 
Gargantuas  and  beautiful  coeds  are  endowed  with  mental 
ability  equal  to  that  of  a  bespectacled  Phi  Beta  Kappa  seeker. 
Navy  ball  queens  and  football  captains  in  his  classes  have 
upheld  this  faith  for  many  a  year.  "There  isn't  a  finer  bunch 
of  kids  in  the  world  than  you  find  here  at  Northwestern,"  he 
says. 

Answering  our  attempts  to  steer  him  further  along  on  the 
subject  of  Northwestern  girls,  he  assured  us  that  they  are 
lovely  indeed.  "But,"  we  insisted,  "how  do  they  compare 
with  the  Nebraska  coeds  of  your  day?" 

"It  is  obvious,"  said  Professor  Ernest  Hahne,  of  the 
Economics  department  of  Northwestern  University,  "that 
you  have  never  seen  my  wife." 


Be  your  favorite  lady's 
favorite  Santa  with  a 

Helena  Rubinstein 
Compact  and  Lipstiei^ 
*2.75 

Plus  Federal  Excise  Tax 

Small  round  compact  designed 
with  deep  fluted  edge  —  carries 
loose  powder.  Packaged  in  a 
holiday  gift  box  with  a  match- 
ing lipstick.  There's  the  perfect 
shade  for  the  lady  of  your 
choice,  be  she  blonde,  brunette 
or  redhead.  First  Floor 
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Something  to  Die  For 

(Continued  from  page  14) 

The  sun  was  very  bright.  It  made 
George  Keeler  blink  his  tired  eyes.  He 
walked  toward  the  library.  He  felt  very 
uncomfortable.  The  grass  looked  warm. 
He  was  sleepy.  He  sat  down.  Ouch! 
He  turned  over  and  lay  on  his  stomach. 
He  propped  his  throbbing  head  in  his 
hands  and  rested  on  his  stomach. 

Eight-thirty  classes  were  out.  Stu- 
dents swarmed  between  buildings.  Walk- 
ing past  the  library  they  stared  at  him 
curiously.  George  sat  up  and  unlaced 
his  shoes.  He  took  them  off  and 
scratched  the  bottoms  of  his  feet.  It  felt 
good,  very  good. 

Thoughts  banged  around  his  head. 
These  last  few  hours  have  been  glorious, 
he  thought.  Like  a  moth  attracted  to  a 
brilliant  light,  /  have  found  something 
to  die  for.  Something  to  die  for — his 
tired  mind  jumped.  What  if  the  moth 
flew  into  the  flame?  Ah,  he  thought, 
how  noble,  how  sad.  What  a  perfect  an- 
swer to  all  his  problems.  Perhaps  by  his 
death,  by  noble  example — he  visualized 
the  newspaper  accounts  of  his  last  24 
hours — he  would  accomplish  more  than 
by  a  life-time  of  preaching.    He  added 


''Blake's  certainly  bringing  in  a  lot  of  laundry  lately 

up  the  sum  of  his  first  efforts.  Zero.  He 
thought  of  Sacco  and  Vanzetti. 

"Yes,"  he  said  aloud,  "it  is  better  that 
I  die." 

He  opened  his  eyes  to  take  a  last  look 
at  a  scornful  world.  He  felt  very  tired. 
Several  girls  looked  over  at  him  and 
giggled  among  themselves. 

Ah,  if  they  only  knew,  he  thought, 
that  I  shall  sleep  never  to  waken.  He 
closed  his  eyes. 


Look  What  You're 
Going  to  Do! 

(Continued  from  page  25) 


George  Keeler  was  only  a  freshman. 


Winter  Sports  Equipment 


Most  Complete  Sporting  Goods  Store  on  the  I\ortk  Shore 
630  Davis  St. 


didn't  you?  There's  New  Year's  Eve. 
And  LOOK  WHERE  YOU  ARE  GO- 
ING! A  terrific  nightclub  right  in  the 
heart  of  Miami  at  an  exorbitant  sum  per 
plate,  cover  charge.  And  will  you  be 
paying  it?    No.   Thank  heavens. 

On  January  first,  you  will  go  to  the 
races.  Horses,  that  is.  at  Tropical  Park, 
and  you  can  wave  your  binoculars  with 
the  best  of  them.  Right  under  people's 
noses  in  the  box  seat  next  to  your  special 
one. 

BUT  MOST  IMPORTANT,  you  two 
Avho  won  the  Purple  Parrot  Popularity 
contest  by  getting  all  your  friends  to 
subscribe  to  the  Purple  Parrot  and  vote 
for  you,  will,  on  New  Year's  day,  see  the 
Orange  Bo^vl  Classic !  Those  special  box 
seats  again  right  on  the  50-yard  line. 
Which  \\  ill  be  a  novelty  to  you  since  you 
have   obviously   gone  to   Northwestern. 

And  between  all  this  you  will  be  in 
Florida.  We're  just  telling  you  how 
lucky  you  are  and  ^vhat  a  beautiful  tan 
you're  going  to  have  when  you  get  back, 
January  third,  via  the  Illinois  Central 
^vhich  will  deposit  you  practically  on 
your  candle-lighted  doorsteps.  And  all 
because  of  the  Purple  Parrot  and  Illinois 
Central. 

No  foolin"  kids.  We  envy  you.  Con- 
gratulations and  hello  Florida! 


Fred  Taylor  was  Master  of  Cere- 
monies at  the  Lodge,  this  year.  His 
birth-provoking  antics  will  be  missed 
bv  all. 

—Pythian  Bow 
He  had  ihem  laying  in  the  aisles. 


Page      38 


PURPLE        PARROT 


Tale  Feathers  .  .  . 

(Continued  from  page  29) 

Dear  Roosevelt: 

Where  is  Lil?  I  can't  find  her,  peer- 
ing out  as  I  do  from  behind  all  these 
people.    Where  is  she? 

Shyly, 

Bob  Roeocco,  AKK 

Dear  Roosevelt: 

Just  send  us  the  name  and  address 
of  the  advanced  writing  professor  here 
at  Northwestern  who  had  his  story  re- 
jected by  ihe  Saturday  Evening  Post 
because  of  inadequate  writing.  Then 
send  him  an  English  Book,  from  us. 

Thank  you.  You  have  made  us  gosh 
awful  no  end  happy. 

Love  and  things, 

A  Composition  Class 

Dear  Lord  Roosevelt: 

Please  send  me  a  clear  title,  in  the 
form  of  a  Phi  Psi  pin,  to  my  man  in 
Glencoe.  I'm  sick  and  tired  of  that  mid- 
western  Theta  competition. 

Predatorily, 

Jean   Moreau,   r<I>B 


Take  Home  a  Gift 
from  Tatman's 


The  very  nicest  gift  received  will  be  the 
one  you  students  take  home  from  TAT- 
MAN'S. And.  best  of  all,  prices  are  in  line 
with  your  gift  budget  .  .  .  beginning  at  ^1 
upwards.  And,  of  course,  it  will  be  beau- 
tifully gift-wrapped! 


Cigarette   Sets ^4.00 

Metal  and  wooden  trays, 
^2.00  and  up. 


MhUl^V 


Swan  centerpiece  for  flowers  or  fruit,       l.  "   —C  t)  ^\l\tJ 

^1.50  and  up. 

TATMAN 

707  Church  St. 
EVANSTON 


Dearest  Franklin: 

Please  send  dozens  of  roses  to  the 
switchboard  girl  in  Willard  who  buzzes 
five  or  six  times  instead  of  the  required 
four  when  a  blind  date  calls  who  doesn't 
look  so  good  on  the  surface. 

All  our  Love, 

The  Willard  Children 


The  radio  can  only  be  used  for  the 
purpose  for  which  it  was  designed 
for  the  weather  bureau,  so  that  can't 
be  the  attraction.  Without  a  doubt, 
it's  those  49  square  feet  of  bright  red 
silk.  The  weather  bureau  has  always 
had  a  suspicion  of  it,  but  now  they're 
pretty  sure  that  women  in  the  rural 
districts  find  those  parachutes  come 
in  very  handy.  A  girl  can  make  an 
awful  lot  of  pants  out  of  49  square 
feet  of  bright  red  silk. 

— Business   Week 
That's  an  aivful  lot  of  pants! 


SNYDER  HIGHLIGHTS  DEDI- 
CATION SERVICE  OF  LUTKIN 
MEMORIAL 

—Daily  NoTthit 
Couldn't  they  afford  electricity 


SWING    MAN    LES    BROWN 
ROLES— THE  WRONG  WAY 

CORNELL     PLAYS     SHAW'S 
IS    POPULAR    ON    CAMPUS 

—Daily  Northwestern 
Early  lo  bed 
gathers  no  moss. 


For  Co-Efis  Who  Know  the  Ropes 

'^^^^fe^^'%1^         '•'''  Kopee/  .  .  .  Exclusive  nt  The  Hub 


$•195 


America's  only  shoe  with  an  entire  rope  sole.  Insulated 
against  cold  and  chemically  treated  to  repel  dampness. 
So  springy  they  lend  life  to  your  every  step,  on  or  olT 
campus  or  around  the  dorm.  Sketched  is  Espadrille, 
fashioned  of  brown  bucko  uppers.  Sizes  4  to  9  in 
narrow     and     wide     widths.      Select     several     chic     styles. 


Other   style 


many  shades   at   $2.95   to   $3.95 

THECf^HUB 


WOMEN'S  SHOP,       Sherman  and  Church.        EVANSTON 


DECEMBER 


19  4   1 
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iL  OR  A  WHILE  we  were  working  on  a 
story  combining  the  Four  Daughters  (or  what- 
ever the  hell  they  are  by  now)  with  the  Nine 
Old  Men.  We  thought  better  of  it,  thougli. 
having  nothing  in  particular  against  the  Nine 
O.M. 

Then  some  alleged  friend  of  ours  told  us 
that  coming  was  'TAe  Shadow  of  the  Thin 
Man".  That's  what  he  said.  Coming  is  "Ibid". 
He  talks  that  way. 

But  anyway  all  this  made  us  think  of  a  nifty 
little  title:  "The  Shadotv  of  the  Shadow". 
The  plot  may  be  a  little  flimsy,  (sorry!)  But, 
if  carried  to  the  point  to  which  we  intend  to 
carry  it,  it  (don't  let  all  these  it's  confuse  you) 
will  eliminate  that  disgustingly  suave  Nick 
Charles  as  well  as  the  howling  Hermit  and 
his  gory  freres  of  the  airlanes.  Our  plan  runs 
something  like  this: 

The  picture  opens  with  Bill  Powell  looking 
unusually  dispeptic,  holding  one  of  those 
things  that  shoots  soda  into  scotch  in  one 
hand  and  Myina  Loy  in  the  other.  Loy  looks 
uncomfortable.  As  the  chief  of  police,  a 
stupid,  bumbling  fellow  enters,  they  all  slip 
and  fall  on  a  rug  near  the  entry  way.  Loy"s 
dress  gets  torn  and  the  chief  gets  another 
black  eye.    This  shows  that  it  is  a  Farce. 

All  this  time,  the  Hermit  has  been  making 
weird  noises.  First  he  was  a  wolf  howling,  and 
then  a  crazy  woman  laughing  and  some  doors 
creaking  open  and  shut.  This  annoys  Powell 
who  throws  the  thing  that  shoots  soda  into 
scotch  at  him,  but  it  doesn't  annoy  the  Her- 
mit who  knows  (and  will  tell  us  all  before 
the  night  is  up.)  As  he  keeps  telling  you  and 
telling  you. 

The  second  scene  includes  a  drug  mad 
philologist  who  incants  (for  the  Hermit)  and 
a  chorus  girl  who  is  murdered  in  the  middle 
of  a  strip  act  (for  Powell,  who  is  a  veddy 
veddy  suave  chap.)  Loy  is  all  the  time  sneak- 
ing after  Powell,  carrying  Asta  and  the  thing 
which  shoots  soda  into  scotch  which  she  has 
picked  up. 

The  closing  scene  finds  all  those  suspected 
of  being  incanting  philologists  or  of  having 
murdered  a  chorus  girl  met  in  Nick  Charles' 
(this,  by  the  way  is  the  Thin  Man,  William 
Powell,  and  like  we  said,  Nick  Charles)  apart- 
ment. Included  in  the  group  is  an  under- 
world character,  a  missionary,  (there's  always 
a  missionary)  the  Chorus  Girl's  crazy  sister, 
The  Hermit's  crazy  sister,  a  Chinese  laundry- 
man  who  came  to  collect  for  the  laundry  and 
stuck  around  for  the  laughs,  and  an  eminent 
New  York  Lawyer.  They  all  have  strong  moti- 
vation and  perfect  alibis. 

By  clever  deduction,  Charles  proves  that  it 
was  the  missionary.  The  murderer  later  turns 
out  to  be  Asta,  and  Charles  and  the  Hermit 
commit  suicide.  Loy  marries  the  chinaman 
and  doesn't  have  to  change  her  name. 

There ! 


<%n^ 


FABLE   FOR  THIS  YEAR 

Albert  was  a  reindeer  of  practically  no  personal  magnetism.  At  parties  reindeers 
who  met  him,  said,  "Pardon  me,  I  didn't  get  the  name,"  and  before  Albert  could 
say,  "Albert!"  they  were  off. 

Those  who  happened  to  know  Albert  from  living  next  door  to  him.  or  from 
knowing  his  father,  Albert  Sr.,  used  to  shake  their  heads.  "Albert  is  very  unattrac- 
tive," one  seal  said. 

When,  Mrs.  Donner  was  planning  a  gathering  she  would  say,  "We'll  have  Blitzen 
and  the  rest  of  the  team,  the  Reindeer  from  Marshall  Fields,  the  Christmas  Seal 
.  .  .  and  let  me  see  .  .  .  who  else?" 

She  just  didn't  think  of  Albert. 

But  Albert  felt  this,  let  me  tell  you,  and  would  try  sitting  down  at  pianos,  and 
ipana,  and  five-feet  book  shelves.    Nothing  helped. 

One  day  as  he  was  wandering  around,  he  met  a  group  of  children  playing  at 
jackdaws.  The  littlest  fellow  of  them  all  looked  up,  and  seeing  Albert  said:  "Look, 
men,  a  reindeer!"  So  they  took  him  home  where  he  was  warm  and  had  fine 
food.  He  didn't  have  to  fly  through  the 
sky  pulling  heavy  sleighs,  and  he  felt 
Useful  when  people  slung  their  caps  on 
his  antlers.  Guests  often  remarked  about 
him,  saying:  "Albert  is  fine  with  hats  on 
his  horns!" 

So  he  lived  till  very  old.  and  attained 
a  certain  austere  beauty  with  age.  The 
snobbish  reindeers  that  he  used  to  know 
all  got  arteriosclerosis  and  died  at  An 
Early  Age. 

Moral:    Children  are  more  broad- 
minded  than  other  reindeers. 


GIFTS  THAT  WILL  SURPRISE  THEM 

MOTHER 

1.  A  vari-colored  teapot  with  a  phonograph  attachment. 

2.  A  monogrammed  deck  of  cards,  all  made  up  of  Jacks  of  Hearts. 

3.  A  poncho  with  "With  Love  from  (insert  someone  else's  name)"  cross-stitched 
near  the  neck. 

FATHER 

1.  A  hand  lettered  copy  of  the  Communist  Manifesto  and  an  arm-band  bearing  the 
words  "Hurray  for  the  Excess  Profits  Tax!"  (you  might  also  buy  yourself  a 
one-way  ticket  to  someplace  far.) 

2.  A  linotype  machine. 

3.  A  pipe  with  no  hole  in  the  bowl  in  case  he  doesn't  smoke,  and  if  1  stole  this  from 
an  old  Stoopnagle  and  Bud  program,  I'm  sorry. 

HIM 

1.  A  pipe  with  no  hole  in  the  bowl  in  case  he  doesn't  smoke.  (O.K.  so  Fm  run- 
ning out  of  ideas!) 

2.  A  slicker. 

3.  A  pair  of  hand-knit  gaters  (Tm  not  sure  either)  with  (Juaecumque  Sunt  Vera 
across,    (or  up  and  down  according  to  how  gaters  go.    This  may  be  gaiters.) 

HER 

1.  A  diamond  bracelet.    (This  would  surprise  me.) 

2.  Some  hot-roasted  gubers.  (This  means  peanuts  and  Bob  Rathburn  once  won 
five  dollars  on  a  quiz  program  for  knowing  it.) 

3.  A  dainty  pin-tray  made  from  old  Philip  Morris  wrappers  in  an  appropriate 
color.    (You  can  easily  make  this  yourself,  if  you  are  at  all  Handy.) 
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PURPLE        PARROT 


Cynthia  3Ieyers.  Delta  Gam  ma.  in  a  sophisticated 

dinner  goMn.  long  torso  effect.  Gold  embroidery  trims 
the  round.  draf)ed  neckline.  Jubilee  pink 

or  bright  blue.  9  to  15.  **22.!K"» 

Jean  Brier,  Gamma  Phi  Beta,  in 

our  bouffant  evening  dress  of  rayon  net 
with  ostrich  motifs  on  skirt,  fluffy  ruffle 
neckline.  Pale  pink  or  blue. 
Sizes  9  to  15.  •'*25 

Fourlh  Fid 


with  MAUREEN  O'HARA 

it's  Chesterfield  for  Christmas 

She  IS  appearing  in  the 

20lh  Century-Fox  Production 

"HOW  GREEN  WAS  MY  VALLIY" 


i 


FOR  CHRISTMAS 


A'C^/^§m^ 


Here  are  your  Milder  Better -Tasting 

Chesterfields  again  ...  in  the  most  attractive,  up-to-the- 
minute  Christmas  gift  package  of  the  year. 

Buy  them  for  the  folks  at  home  . . .  send  them  to  your  friends 
and  don't  forget  to  mail  them  to  the  boys  in  the  Service. 


YOU  CAN'T  BUY  A  BETTER  CIGARETTE 


£   MVERS  TOOACCO  Co. 


